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THE CHANCES. 


This Cooiedy first appeared in the folio collection printed in 
1047, and the IVologue is a sufficient voucher for its being the 
work of Fletcher alone. Its testimony is confirmed by Gardiner, 
in lus metrical encomium on these plays. That die play met 
with a favourable reception may he »agined, as it has con- 
tinuecl to he a stock-play til! this present day, which has been 
the fortune of very few of Beaumont and Fletcher’s dramas^ 
During the Commonwealth, Kirkman extracted some of the low 
scenes, which he acted at fairs under the title of The Landlady* 
The celebrated Duke of Buckingham, dissatisfied with tlie two 
last acts, completely re-wrote them ; and it must be confessed, 
that he has very greatly improved the interest of the plot, and 
particularly of the catastrophe, though the language of his al- 
teration, wliich is prose. Is greatly inferior to that of the origin 
Bill poeL By making the character of the second Constantia 
more important, and heightening the confusion arising from 
ftking her for her clwte naines^afee, ha has producea far more 
stage effect than the original possesses. But his Grace at the 
same time introduced a new stock of licentiousness, in addition 
to that wliieh the onginj.ii already sufficiently furnishes. This in^ 
duced Garrick to make some further alterations, and to use his 
pruning-knlfe with considerable freedom, by which a great part 
of the humour is lost ; but the taste of the age, as well as decency 
and good morals, required such an operation. The Duke of 
Buckingham’s alteration, thus amended, was acted at Drury- 
Lane, and printed in i77S; and in this state the comedy con- 
ti«es to amuse the present public. 

The original play is certainly one of the most lively and ainu- 
*^iDg comedies in the language, exhibiting a rare fund of sterling 
humour, both in the language and the incidents, Fletcher is 
often celebrated for his pictures of easy gentlemen of high rank' 
and of high honour, though undoubtedly exhibiting more licen? 
^ tiohsness than the heroes of modern sentimental comedy, vrhom 
the present age persists in enduring, to the exclusion of powerful 
and natural character, anti although it is hardly pretended that 
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tliey are to be found elsewhere than on the stage. Of the iiiic 
gentlemen of Fletcher and of nature, Don John is an admirable 
portoiture : he is well contrasted with his friend and comrade 
bon Frederic, a man of equal honour, though not possessing 
the same degree of spirit and impetuosity. To these is f.dded 
the angry Antonio, another character which Fletcher is peculiarly 
fond of introducing. The scene in which he orders the naval 
ballad of John Dory to be sung before the surgeon opens his 
wour?!-ds, is very happily imagined. Nor should the Landlad}" be 
passed over without mention: Though grossly tinctured with in- 
delicacy, the scenes in which Don John overcomes her scruples 
of conscience, with respect to receiving the child of Constantia, 
are replete v/ith humour of the first rank. At the same time, 
this comedy cannot claim unqualified praise. The frequent 
pruriency of expression may be charged^ to the manners of the 
age ; but Fletcher cannot plead the same excuse for the ill-con- 
trived plot. The comedy might be closed, with little alteration, 
at least so far as* regards the principal characters, at the end of 
theTlISfdract : the remainder, in the original as well as in the 
Duke of Buckingham’s alteration, is filled up with new difficul- 
ties, for which we do not come sufficiently prepared, and charac- 
ters are introduced, (such as the musician FYancisco, and the pre- 
tended conjuror,) to whom we are wholly strangers. And finally, 
the concluding conjuring scene, though it might have been relish- 
ed by Fletcher’s contemporaries (whose belief in supernatiiral 
agency had been countenanced by King James, and was kept 
alive by ooiitinuai treatises on astrology and witchcraft,) can 
never reconcile us to the implicit confidence, and strange cre- 
dulitj^, exhibited by the accomplished Duke of Ferrara, and the 
sensible Governor of Bologna. 

It is observable, that some of the best plays produced by 
Fletcher are founded on the excellent novels of the matchless 
author of Don Quixote.^ The plot of The Chances is taken, with 
no very considerable variation, from La Sennora Cornelia, one 
of the Novelas Exemplares. The following abstract may enable 
the reader to compare the novel with the comedy, and decide 
upon their respective merits with respect to incident ; for, as to 
the language, he must be referred to the original Spanish, as the 
style of Cervantes defies the efforts of any translator. 

Don Antonio de Ysunca, and Don Juan de Gamboa, two 
gentlemen of high rank, and of the same age, had left SalamancS*^ 
to distinguish themselves in the wars of the Netherlands, but by 
nhe earnest persuasion of their parents they proceeded to Bologna, 
where they resumed their studies, and where their accompiish- 

' ■■ . ■■ 

TK* ^ Have a Wife, Love’s Pilgrimage, and 

1 he lair Maid of the Jim, ^ 




meats ensured them a good reception. The lady most celebrated 
ill the city, for her beauty, was Cornelia Bentivoglio, and it was 
a favourite object with the two companions to obtain a sight of 
her, which her retired life rendered a matter of great difficulty. 
Don Juan one night declared his intention to his friend of going 
his usual rounds, and, notwithstanding the offers of his friend, 
would not suffer him to accompany him. When Bon Juan was 
about to return home, he heard a door opened, and a voice ask** 
ing him, whether he was Fabio ? Upon answering in the affirma- 
tive, a bundle was given to him, which he found so heavy that 
he was forced to employ both his hands, llie door was shut, 
and while he was ruminating how to act, he heard the crying of 
^ an infant in the bundle. He resolved to carry it to an old woman 
who served him and his companions, whom he ordered to procure 
a nurse, and instead of the valuable clothes in which it was wrap- 
ped, to dress it in others more humble, in order to prevent dis- 
covery. He then returned to the house where he had received 
it, and on his approach heard dihe clashing of swords, and 
found a single man oppressed by a number of opponents. He 
immediately dew to bis succour, but at the same time the man 
was struck to the ground. Don Juan assaulted his enemies furi- 
ously, and the neighbours collecting to succour him, they were 
forced to %. In the battle he had lost bis own bonnet, and find- 
ing another, he put it on without considering whether it was his 
own or not. He inquired of the fallen man whether he had been 
wounded ; he answered that God and a good breast-piate had pre- 
served him. At the same time eight friends of the assaulted 
gentleman appeared, who then begged Don Juan, after inquiring 
his name, to leave him- Missing his bonnet, and finding that 
his preserver wore it, he insisted upon his retaining it as a mark 
whereby he should recognise his benefactor. Don Juan return- 
ing, met his friend Antonio, who informed him, that he had 
gone, in search of him, and encountered a female who had request- 
ed his protection, and whom he had conveyed to their lodgings. 
She fainted, and on opening her veil to revive her, he discovered 
a face of extreme beauty. Upon her recovery she prayed him 
to return to the street where he had met her, and if he found 
any one assaulted by enemies, to succour him. Don Juan then 
iTTlated his own adventures, and they returned, Antonio inform- 
^iiig his friend that the lady had prayed that no one but him- 
"^sdf might behold her. When they entered the house, they found 
the bonnet which Juan had acquired to be a most superb one, orna- 
mented with a diamond of gi’eat value. Antonio entered the cham- 
ber of the lady, and his friend could not restrain his curiosity 
from peeping in. The lady seeing the glitter of the diamond, 
addressed him by the title of Duke, and informed Antonio that 
she knew the Duke of Ferrara ty his hat. Don Juauj at her re*. 
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quest, entered, and related the manner Ixow lie had obtained the 
hat. During her narration the old woman passed by the room with 
the infant, which induced .the lady to inquire after it, and upon 
beholding it, found it to be her own. At the request of the two 
friends she related her history to them, informing them that she 
was Cornelia, the sister of Lorenzo Bentivoglio, by %vhoni she 
had been carefully educated; that she had accidentally beheld 
Alfonso de Este, Duke of Ferrara, and that a mutual attachment 
was the result of the meeting. The duke at last succeeded in 
procuring an interview, and upon the promise of marriage he 
succeeded in obtaining his desires, excusing the immediate ac- 
complishment of his promises by several difficulties which stood 
in the way. She soon discovered the effects of their intercourse, 
and acquainted the duke with the danger of her situation. He 
promised to convey her privately to Ferrara, and there to espouse 
her publicly. The escape was ready to be accomplished ; but on 
the very night fixed for the purpose she perceived her brother, and 
some others, in armour, which, as she guessed the reason, 
t hrew herio m'dismav^^ on presnciato^ delivery. 8he 

.then caused the child to be given to a faithful servant, and after- 
wards she herself escaped from the house. Having finished the 
relation, she threw herself on the bed in despair, but was at last 
comforted by the assurances of protection and service from tlie 
two Spaniards. 

In the morning they visited the lady, when one of their pages 
entered with the^ news that Lorenzo Bentivoglio was belaw, in- 
quiring for Don Juan. Upon this the lady, in great distress, 
renewed her request of protection and secrecy, and received the 
strongest assurances from Juan. He and his friend armed them*" 
selves, and^ the three pages were also furnished with weapons. 
Don Juan found Lorenzo below, who requested him to accom- 
pany him to an opposite church, where he informed him that his 
sister had been sedOced and taken away by the Duke of Ferrara, 
under promise of marriage, which the superior riches of the 
duke induced him to believe he would never perform. He then 
requested Juan to accompany him to Ferrara, believing that the 
company of one Spaniard was equal to his being guarded by the 
whole army of Xerxes. The reason why he chose a stranger, 
was to prevent the intercession and anxiety of friends. 

Juan immediate^ accepted the proposal, and requested permis- 
sion to acquaint his companion with the purpose, to winch Lo-*"- 
renzo consented* He then returned to his lodgings, where he 
acquainted Cdrnelia and Antonio with the result, and quieted 
tne fears of the former, pointing out to her the necessity of learn- 
ing the real intentions of the duke. 

Having recommended Cornelia to the care of the old woman, 
Don Juan joined Lorenzoi and they began their journey to Fer- 
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rara. ABtonio resolved to follow them in disguise, to succour 
his friend in any difficulty. He had scarcely left Cornelia when 
the old dame entered, and filled her mind with apprehensions of 
her brother having purposely drawn off her protectors, in order 
to seize her. She persuaded her to go with her to the curate of 
a neighbouring village, whom she had fonneriy served, and whose 
secrecy and fidelity could be depended upon. 

Meanwhile Lorenzo and Don Juan were proceeding to Fer» 
rara, but heard by the way that the duke was still at Bologna, 
upon which they left the bye-paths, on which they had travelled 
hitherto, and proceeded to the high road, in expectation of meet- 
ing him on his return to Ferrara. They soon beheld a company 
on horseback, and Lorenzo requested Don Juan to await their 
arrival, and discover whether the duke was among them, while 
be himself rode apart. When the troop came up, the duke re- 
cognised his preserver by his hat, and they descended from their 
horses. Lorenzo imagining that his second was attacked, rode 
up, but found him in the emiwpaoes of €he duke. The latter 
recognised the brother of his mistress, and went apart with 
Don Juan, who asked his intentions with respect to Cornelia. 
The Duke answered, that he intended to have taken her to 
Ferrara, there publicly to espouse her, but that both she and 
the child had disappeared, which frustrated his intentions, and 
perplexed him the more, as his mother intended, on his return, 
to marry him to the daughter of the Duke of Mantua. Juan 
then beckoned to Lorenzo, whom the duke embraced and sa- 
luted with the name of brother. Don Juan informed him of the 
honourable intentions of the duke, upon which he fell at his feet, 
and thanked him for the honour of the intended alliance. The 
two reconciled friends then resolved to search for Cornelia and 
her child ; when Antonio came up, and having been made known 
to the^duke, informed him, at the desire of his comrade, that 
Cornelia and her child were safely lodged in their house. 

** They then resolved to return to Bologna, and Antonio went ' 
before to apprise Cornelia of the reconciliation, and the arrival 
of her brother and the duke ; but to his astonishment he was in- 
formed that she, as well as the old dame, were missing. Wheu 
the others came up with the joyful expectation of beholding the 
objects of their affection, they found Antonio in the utmost de- 
spair. Suddenly one of the pages came in, and informed them 
that his fellow, Santistevan, had a lady locked up in his chamber. 
Antonio fiew up to the chamber, which he found locked. He 
knocked, and called upon Cornelia to open the door, as her bro- 
ther and her husband were reconciled and arrived. But a strange 
Toice answered, ‘ Wliy do you Jeer me? I am truly not so ugly 
that dukes and counts might not look for me, but I deserve 
this treatment for being the companion of pages.^ 
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Santisteran came up, and throwing^Mmself at tlie feet of Antonia, 
implored him not to mention the circumstance to his master Don 
Juan, He informed him that the courtezan^s name^ was also 
Cornelia. Lorenzo hearing this, asked, ® Where is Cornelia i ’ 
and he and the duke rushed up and repeated the questioi>. 1 he 
courtezan replied, ^ Here is Cornelia;’ and asked whether it was 
so wonderful a thing that a woman should cohabit with a roguish 
page. Lorenzo tore off her veil, and discovered a girl of consi- 
derable beauty. The duke began to suspect the truth or the 
Spaniards, and hurried out of the house. Don Juan and Don 
Antonio resolved to search for the lady in every part of the 
country. > 

Meanwhile the duke set out on his return,^ and came acci- 
dentally to the village-curate, with whom Cornelia was conceaieth 
She overheard the announcement of his arrival, but restrained Iter- 
self from bursting into his apartment, and requested the priest to 
make him acquainted with her being in the house. By his 
advice the infan t was d e corated with all the jewels which tlie 
d uke had relating 

toTSE^Tffiat the child had been brought from Bologna, and placed 
in his charge by a lady of extreme beauty, accompanied by an 
old confidante. Cornelia now entered, and the duke recognising 
her, was nearly overcome by his feelings. He dispatched Fabii^ 
to Bologna, who, in three days, returned with Lorenzo and the 
two Spaniards. The duke addressed them, pretending that ho 
had resolved, as Cornelia was not to be found, to fulfil another 
promise of marriage which he had given to a peasant-girl in the 
village, and, seeing' the rage of Lorenzo and the two friends, he 
smd that her extreme beauty would soon induce them to applamB 
his breach of faith to Cornelia. When he had left the room, Don 
Juan swore that the duke’s life should pay for his unfaithfulness, 
and Lorenzo and Antonio declared themselves of -the same reso- 
lution : but their anger was soon allayed when they belicld Cor- 
nelia brought in by the duke, with the old wuman and tlie nurse. 
The two lovers were secretly married by the curate, but the 
^eedy death of the duke’s mother soon erf^bled him to declare' 
Cornelia his duchess.” 


Aptness for mirth to all ! This instant night 
Thalia hath prepared, for your delight, 

Her choice and curious viands, in each part 
Seasoned with rarities of wit and art : 

Nor fear I to be taxed for a vain boast ; 

My promise will find credit witli the most, 

When they know ingenious Fletcher made it, he 
Being in himself a perfect Comedy. 

And some sit here, I doubt not, dare aver 
Living he made that house a theatre 
Which he pleased to frequent ; and thus much w& 
Could not but pay to his loud memory. 

For ourselves, we do entreat that you would not 
Expect strange turns and windings in the plot, 
Objects of state, and now and then a rhyme. 

To gall particular persons with the time ; 

Or that his towering muse hath made her flight 
Nearer your apprehension than your sight ; 

But if that sweet expressions, quick conceit, 
Familiar language, fashioned to the weight 
Of such as speak it, have the power to raise 
Your grace to us, with trophies to his praise; 

We may profess, presuming on his skill, 

If his Chances please not you, our fortune’s ilL 


* This Prologue, like many others prefixed to these plays, was pro- 
bably spoken at a revival. It afiferds a strong proof of the very exten- 
sive popularity of Fletcher’s dramas soon after his death. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


Duke qf Ferrara, 
i Petruccio, governor of Bologna. 

j Don Erederic gentlemen, and comrades. 

4 Antonio, an old stout gentleman, Jdnsman toPetruccio, 
Three Gentlemen, friends to the duke. 

Two Gentlemen, friends to Petruccio. 

^ Francisco, a musician, Antonio's boy. 

Peter Vecchio, a teacher of Latin and music, a re- 
puted wizard. 

y ^ servants to' Bon John and Dm Frederic. 

/ Rowland, servant to Antonio.* 

Surgeon. 

Servants. 

Constantia, sister to Petruccio, and mistress to the 
duke. 

\G&Q.t[e.^om.axi, servant to Constantia. 

•[Gillian, landlady to Don John and Don Frederic. 
i Constantia, a whore to old Antonio. 

Bawd. 


5'CjEA^jE— -B ologna, and the adjacent Country. 


This character has not been noticed in this enumeration before. 


^ *9 


THE CHANCES. 



(t 


r 

n 




ACT L SCENE I. 


A Room in tlie House^ of the Landlady* 
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Enter Peter and Anthony. 

Peter. I would we were removed from this town, 
Anthony, 

That we might taste some quiet: For mine own part, 
I am almost melted with continual trotting 
After inquiries, dreams, and revelations. 

Of who knows whom, or where. Serve wenching 
soldiers. 

That- know no other paradise but plackets ? 

I’ll serve a priest in lent first, and eat beE ropes. 

Anth. Thou art the frowardest fool 

Peter. Wliy, good tame Anthony, 

TeE me but this ; to what end came we hither ? 
Anth. To wait upon our masters. 

Peter. But how, Anthony ? 

Answer me that ; resolve me there, good Anthony. 
To serve their uses. 

Peter. Shew your uses, Anthony. 

Anth. To be employed in any thing. 

Peter. No, Anthony, 
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Not any thing, I take it ; nor that thing 
We travel to discover, like new islands ; ^ 

A salt itch serve such uses ! In things of moment. 
Concerning things, I grant you ; not things errant, 
Sweetladies’ things, and things to thank the surgeon ; 
In no such things, sweet Anthony. Put case — — 
Anth. Come, come, all will be mended ; tliis in- 
visible woman. 

Of infinite report for shape and virtue. 

That bred us all this trouble to no purpose. 

They are determined now no more to think on. 
But fall close to their studies. 

Peter. Was there ever 

Men known to run mad with report before ? 

Or wander after that they know not where 
To findT "dr, if found, how to enjoy ? Are men’s * 
brains 

Made now-a-days of malt, that their afiections 
Are never sober, but, like drunken people. 

Founder at every new fame I do believe, too, 
That men in love are ever drunk, as drunken men 
Are ever loving. 

Ant^. Pr’ythee be thou sober. 

And know, that they are none of those ; not guilty 
0[the least vanity of love j only a doubt 
Fame might too far report, or rather flatter 
The graces of this woman, made them curious 
To find the truth, which since they find so block’d* 
And lock’d up from their; searches, they are now 
settled 

To give the wonder over. 

'Peter. ’Would they were settled. 

To give me some new shoes too ! for I’ll be sworn 
These are e’en worn out to th’ reasonahk soks 
In their good worships’ business : and some sleep 

^ Blotted.] Corrected in 1679* 
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Would not do much amiss, unless they mean 
To make a bell-man of me. And what now 
Mean they to study, Anthony ? moral philosophy. 
After their mar-all women ? 
jtnth. Mar a tool’s head ! 

Peter . It will mar two fools’ heads, an. tlieytake 
not heed. 

Besides the giblets to ’em. ' , 

Antli. Will you walk, sir, 

And talk more out of hearing ? your fool’s head. 
May chance to find a tvooden night-cap else. 
Peter. I never lay in any. 

AntJi. Then leave your lying. 

And your blind prophesying- 

Pnter Don John and Frederic. 


Here they come ; 

You had best tell them as much. 

Peter. I am no tell-tale. 

[^Exeunt Peter and Anthony. 
.John. I would we could have seen her though ; 
for sure 

She must be some fare creature, or report lies. 

All men’s reports too. 

'Fred. I could well wish I had seen her ; 

But since she’s so conceal’d, so beyond venture 
Kept and preserved from view, so like a Paradise, 
Placed where no knowledge can come near her, so 
guarded 

As ’twere impossible, though known, to reach her,’ 
I have made up my belief. 

John. Hang me, from this hour. 

If I more think upon her, or believe her ; ^ 

But, as she came, a strong report unto nic, ^ ' 

So the next fame shall lose her,’ ^ ;■ 

Fred, ’Tis the next wa5n | - • f*V'' 'v? ; 
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But whither are you walking ? 

John, My old round 
After my meat, and then to bed. 

Fred. Tis healthful. 

John. Will not you stir ? 

Fred. I have a little business. 

John, Upon my life, this lady still— 

Fred. Then you will lose it. 

John. Tray let us walk together. 

Fred. Now I cannot. 

John. I have something to impart. 

Fred. An hour hence 
I will not miss to meet you. 

John. Where ? 

Fred. F th’ High Street j 
For, not to lie, I have a few devotions 
To do first, then I am yours. 

John. Remember. [Famrif. 

SCENE 11. 


A Boom in Petruecio’s House. 

Enter Petruccio, Antonio, and /wo Gentlemen. 

'Ant. Cut' his wind-pipe, Isay! 

1 Gent. Fy, Antonio ! 

Ant. Or knock his brains out first, and then for- 
give him! 

If you do thrust, be sure it be to th' hilts, 

A surgeon may see through him.* 

^ ^0 thrust, he sure it he foih^ hilts, 

A surgeon may see through Tliat is, so that a sumeoB 
may see through mm.-^Mason> The same elliptical mode of cx« 
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1 Gent. Toil are too violent. 

2 Gent Too open midiscreet. 

Pe/r. Am I not min’d ? . ,,, 

The honour of my house crack’d? my blood poison d. 
I^fy credit, and my name ? 

2 Gent Be sure it be so, 

Before vou use this violence : Let not doubt, 

And a suspecting anger, so much sway you. 

Your ivisdom may be question d. 

AM theVSiSe the cause ! Cut oif what may be. 
And what is shall be safe. 

2 Gent Hang up a true man, . . , , 3 

Because ’tis possible he^W be thievis - 

Alas, is this good justice ? 

Petr. I know, as certain 
As day must come again, as clear as tiuth. 

And 4>eB as belief can lay it to me, 

Tliat lam basely wrong d, wrong d abo 

pCIlSCj 

Maliciously abused, blasted „ce. 

In name and honour, lost to all 

But what is smear’d and shameful ! I must kill mm , 

Necessity compels me. 

1 Gent But think better. witness 

‘Petr. There is no other cure left . Yet, witne 

with me, , m 

All that is fair in man, all that is noble, 

I am not greedy of this life I seek for, 

pression is used in the fourth speech after this, 

... Let not doubt> 

And a suspecting anger, so much sway you 

Your wisdom may be questione 

$ Hang up a true man, generally placed 

Because he may he True akj^oxsoh, in Measure 

in opposition to thief m old your thief*’’ 

for Measure, says, » Every true nan’s apparel fats jour 


recoin- 
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' Nor thirst to shed man’s blood ; and ’would ’twere 
~ possible — 

I wish it with my soul, so much I tremble 
To offend the sacred image of my Maker ! — 

My sword could only kill his crimes ! No, ’tis Ho- 
nour, 

Honour, my noble friends, that idol Honour, 

That aU the world now worships, not Petruccio, 
Must do this justice. 

Ant. Let it once be done, 

And ’tis no matter whether you, or Honour, 

Or both, be accessary. 

2 Gent. Do you weigh, Petruccio, 

The value of the person, power and greatness. 
And what this spark may kindle ? . " 

Petr. To perform it, 

So much 1 am tied to reputation, 

And credit of my houses let it raise wild-foes 
That all this dukedom smoke, and storms that toss 
me 

Into the waves of everlasting ruin. 

Yet I must through. If ye dare side me 

Ant. Dare ? 

Petr. Ye are friends indeed ; if not-— — 

2 Gent. Here’s none flies from you ; 

Do it in what design you please, we’ll back you: 
Ant. But then, be sure ye kill him ! * 

2 Gent. Is the cause 
So mortal, nothing but his life— — 

Petr. Believe me. 


* Storms^"] Corrected in the second folio. 

5 1 Gent. But then he mre ye Ull Mm,'] Mr Seward^ obsening 
that these words did not suit the moderate character of the Gen- 
tlemeuf gives them to Petruedio* They are much more suitable 
to Antonio^ we think, who is crying out for blood through the 
whole scene. Ed* ■1778. 
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A less offence has been the desolation 
Of a whole name. 

2 Gent No other ■way to purge it ? 

Petr. There is, but never to be hoped for. 

2 'Gent. Think an hour more : 

And if then you find no safer road to guide you,® 
We’ll set up our rests too. 

Ant. Mine’s up already ; • 

And hang him, for my part, goes less than life ! 

2 Gent. If we see noble cause, ’tis like our swords 
May be as free and forward as your words. {Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


A Street before the House of Constantia. 

TJwter Don John. 

John. The civil order of this town, Bologna, 
Makes it beloved and honour’d of all travellers. 

As a most safe I'etii'ement in all troubles ; 
besides the wholesome seat, and noble temper 
Of those minds that inhabit it, safely wise. 

And to all strangers virtuous. But I see 
My admiration has drawn night upon me. 

And longer to expect my friend may pull me 
Into suspicion of too late a stirrer. 

Which all good governments are jealous of: 

$ tJien you Jind no safer road to guid^ 

set tip our rests ^ 00 , 

Ant. Mind^ s up already ; 

And hang him^for my part^ goes less than lifed\ The gaming®^ 
phrase, goes less, proves that in the present sense the words set up 
our rests refer to Primero and other games, and not to 'the rest 
of an ancient musket. See voL IL p, 18^, and yoL IV. p, 274* 

YOU.. Ym ■ 
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I’ll home, and think at liberty. Yet, certain, 

’Tis not so far night as I thought ; for, see, _ 

A fair house yet stands open ; yet all about it 
Are close, and no lights stirring : There may be foul 
play. 

I’U venture to look in ; if there be knaves, 

I may do a good office. 

Woman. [[ Within.'] Signor ? 

John. What ? How is this ? _ 0^ 

Woman. llWithin.] Signor Fahritiol 
John, ril go nearer, 

W(yman. [Within.] Fabritio ? 

John. This is a woman’s tongue ; here may be 
good done. 

Woman. {^Within.] Who’s there? Fabiitio ? 

John. Ay. 

Woman. \WitUn.] Where are you? 

John. Here. 

'Woman. [Within.] Oh, come, for Heaven’s sake ! 

John. I must see what this means. 

Enter Woman, with a Bundle from the House. 

Woman. I have staid this long hour for your 
Make no noise. 

For things are in strange trouble. Here ; be secret ; 

’Tis worth your care. Be gone now: More eyes 
watch us [Gives him the bundle. 

Than may be for bur safeties. 

John. Hark you! 

Woman. Peace ! Good night. [E.rit. 

John. She is gone, and I am loaden ; Fortune 
for me ! 

weighs well, and it feels well ; it may chance 
To be some pack of worth : By th’ mass, ’tis heavy ! 

If it be coin or jewels, ’tis worth welcome ; v 
I’ll ne’er refuse a fortune : I am confident 
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’Tis of no common price. Now to my lodging ! 
If it hit right, I’ll bless this night. \_Exit. 

. Enter Frederic. 

Fr'ed. ’Tis strange 

I cannot meet him ; sure he has encounter’d 
Some light-o’-love or other,’ and there means 
To play at in and in for this night. Well, Don John, 
If you do spring a leak,' or get an itch, 

Till ye claw off your curl’d pate, thank your 
night- walks j 

You must be still a boot-hailing.® One round more. 
Though it be late, TU venture,* to discover you. 

I do not like your out-leaps. [Exit. 

^ light-o’-love or other . The tiine of was 

very popular, and is frequently alluded to in these plays, as in 
The Noble Gentleman and The Two Noble Kinsmen. It is 
printed from an ancient MS. by Sir John Hawkins (Shakspeare, 
VI. 109.) The name of it became, of course, a denomination 
for a courtezan, as in the text, and in the following passage quo- 
ted by Mr Douce, from a puritan tract entitled, The Glasse of 
Man’s Follie, 1615-4. There be wealthy hous-wifes, and good 
Tibusekeepers, that use no starch, but faire water: their linen is 
white, and they look hiore Christian-like in small ruffles than' 
Light of Love lookes in her great starched ruffs, looke she never 
so hie, with eye-lids awrye.” 

s Booi-haUing,] Most probably an indecent allusion. In Mon- 
sieur Thomas, one of Hyias’s objections to matrimony is, because 
he would not cobble other men^s old boots. Ed. 1778* The al- 
lusion is certainly indecent, but the reference to Monsieur Tho- 
mas contributes little to the explanation of the term, Cotgrave 
explains jozcomer, “ A boot-haler, in a friend’s country, a raven- 
ing, or filching souldier.’^ So in the Roaring Girl, or Moll Cut- 
purse, Jack Dapper says, ‘‘ Sirrah, captain, mad Mary, the gull 
my own father (Dapper Sir Davy) laid these London hooPhder$ 
the catchpolls in ambush to set upon me.” ** 
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SCENE IV. 

A Room in the Duke^s Lodgings. 

' Enter Duke and three Gentlemen. 

Duke. Welcome to town. Are ye all fit ? 

1 Gent. To point,® sir. 

Duke. Wliere are the horses ? 

2 Gent. Wliere they were appointed. 

Duke. Be private all j and whatsoever fortune 
Offer itself, let’s stand sure. 

3 Gent. Tear not us : 

Ere you shall be endanger’d, or deluded, 

We’ll make a black night on’t. 

Duke. No more ; I know it. 

You know your quarters ? 

1 Gent. Will you go alone, sir ? 

Duke. Ye shall not be far fi’om me 5 the least noise 
Shall bring ye to my rescue. » 

2 Gent. We are counsell’d. [Exeunt 


SCENE V. 


' A Street. 

Ent&r Don John, a Child in his Arms. 

- John. Was ever man so paid for being curious, 

Signifies completelg, as we now say, to a hair. Ed. 
1778. It IS a literal translation or the French a point. 
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Ever so bobb’d for searching out adventures, 

As I am ? Did the devil lead ffie ? Must I needs 
be peeping 

Inta men’s houses, where I had no business. 

And make myself a mischief? ’Tis well carried ! 

I must take other men’s occasions on me. 

And be I know not whom ! Most finely handled ! 
What have I got by this now? what’s the purchase?' 
A piece of evening arras-work, a child. 

Indeed an infidel : This comes of peeping ! 

A lump got out of laziness. — Good White-bread, 
Let’s have no bawling with you ! — ’Sdeath, have I 
Known wenches thus long, all the ways of wenches. 
Their snares and suhtilties ; have I read over 
All their school-learnings, dived into their quiddits. 
And am I now bum-fiddled with a bastard ? 
Fetch’d over witha card of five, and in mine old days, 
After the dire massacre of a million 
Of maidenheads, caught the common way? i’ th’ 
night too. 

Under another’s name, to make the matter 
Car'ry ifiore weight about it? Well, Don John, 
”¥00 \yill be wiser one day, when you have purchased 
A hevy of these butter-prints'' together. 

With searching out conceal’d iniquities. 

Without commission. Why, it would nei^er grieve 
me. 

If I had got this gingerbread ; never stirr’d me, 

So I had had a stroke for’t ; it had been justice 
Then to have kept it : But to raise a dairy 

* the purchase ?] Purchase wasuse^ as a general ferm 

for property illegaliy acquired. In the sequel of this soliloquy 
the word is again used as a verb, with a similar meanings 

A levy (f these butter-prints] It has been alreaciy observed^ 
that this was a favourite word with Fletcher for a child. 
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For other men’s adulteries, consume myself in caii- 
dles,^ . ; , . 

And scow’ring-works, in nurses, bells, and babies. 
Only for charity, for mere ‘ I thank you,’ 

A little troubles me : The least touch for it. 

Had but my breeches-got it, had contented me. 
Whose-e’er it is, sure ’t had a wealthy mother ; 

For* ’tis well clothed, and, if I be not cozen’d, 
Well lined within. To leave it here were barbarous, 
And ten to one would kill it ; a more sin 
Than his that got it : Well, I will dispose on’t. 
And keep it, as they keep deaths’ heads in rings, 
To cry Memento to me ; no more peeping ! 

Now all the danger is to qualify 
The good old gentlewoman, at whose house we live. 
For she will fall upon me with a catechism 
Gf four hours long : I must endure all ; 

For I will know this mother. — Come, good wonder. 
Let you and I be jogging -, your starved treble 
Will waken the rude watch else. — All that be 
Curious night-walkers, may they find my fee ! [lUx/f. 


; SCENE VI. 

Another- Street before Constantin’s House. 

JEnter Fbederic. 

Fred. Sure he’s gone home ; I have beaten all 
the purlieus, 

5 Consume mysef in candles.] The variation in the text ivas re- 
commended by Sympson, and' rejected by the last editors, who 
refer to a p^sage in the Lovers’ Progress, -where the ■word can- 
dles occurs in a similar manner. It is however self-evident that 
Sympson is right. 


12 
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But cannot bolt him. If he be a-bobbing,'^ 

’Tis not my care can cure him : To-morrow-mom- 
ing 

I shall have further knowledge from a surgeon’s. 
Where he lies moor’d, to mend his leaks. 

Enter Co'UBT mTik veiled, from the Home. 

Con. I am ready. 

And through a world of dangers am flown to you ; 
Be full of haste and care, we are undone else. 
Where are your people ? which way must we travel ? 
For Heaven sake stay not here,, sir. 

FVeif. What may this prove i* 

Con. Alas, I am mistaken, lost, undone. 

For ever perish’d ! — Sir, for Heaven sake, tell me, 
Are you a gentleman ? 

Fred. I am. 

^Con. Of this place ? 

Fred. No, born in Spain. 4 

Con. As ever you loved honour. 

As ever your desires may gain their ends. 

Do a poor wretched woman but this benefit. 

For I am forced to trust you ! 

Fred. You have charm’d me 

* If he he a-bobbing.] To boh is generally used for io cheat, 
or to rail, make a fool of. Neither of these meanings serve in the 
present instance, where the word is evidently used in a wanton 
sense, deri ved, perhaps, from the particular kind of angling called 
bobbing. ' So in King’s well-known description of a giant amu- 
sing himself with angling : 

“ His angle-rod made of a sturdy oak, y 
His line a cable, which in storms ne’er broke. 

His hook he baited with a dragon’s tail, 

. And sate upon a rock, and bobbed for whale.” 

* You have charm’d me.] That is, you have bound me to your 
service, as it were by- enchantment. 
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Humanity and honour bid me help you, 

And if I fail your trust— - — 

Con. The time’s too dangerous 
To stay your protestations : I believe you — 

Alas, I must believe you. From this place. 

Good noble sir, remove me instantly. 

And for a time, where nothing but yourself. 

And* honest conversation, may come near me. 

In some secure place, settle me': Wliat I am. 

And why thus boldly I commit my credit 
Into a stranger’s hand, the fears and dangers 
That force me to this wild course, at more leisure 
I shall reveal unto you. 

Fred. Come, be hearty ; 

He must strike througli my lif#that takes you from 
me.- l^Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 


• Another Street. 

Enter Petrugcio, Antonio, mid two Getdlemen. 

Petr. He will sure come. Are ye well arm’d ? 
Ant. Ne’er fear us : 

Here’s that will make ’em dance without a fiddle, 
Petr. We are to look for no weak foes, my friends, 
Nor unadvised ones. 

Ant. Best gamesters make the best game j 
We shall fight close and handsome then. 

1 Gent. Antonio, 

Ifou are a thought too bloody. 

Ant. Why All physicians „ 

.And penny almanacks allow the opening 
Of veins this month. Why do you talk of bloody ? 
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WHat come we for ? to faU to cuffs for apples ? 
What, would you make the cause a cudgel-quarrel ? 
On what terms stands this man ? Is not his honour 
Open’d to his hand, and pick’d out like an oyster ? 
His credit like a quart-pot knock’d together. 

Able to hold no liquor.’’ Clear but this point. 
Peir. Speak softly, gentle cousin. 

, I’ll speak truly ; 

What should men do allied to these disgraces ? 
Lick o’er his enemy, sit down, and dance him- — 

. 2 Gent. Ya\x are as far o’ th’ bow-hand now.® 

Ant. And cry, 

« That’s my fine boy; thou wilt do so no more, 
child?’ 

Peir. Here are no such cold pities. 

Ant. By Saint Jaques, 

They shall not find me one ! Here’s old tough 
Andrew, 

A special friend of mine ; an he but hold. 

I’ll strike ’em such a hoimpipe 1 Knocks I come for. 
And the best blood I light on ; I profess it ; 

Not to scare coster-mongers : ^ If I lose mine own, 
Mine audit’s cast, and farewell five and fifty ! 

Petr. Let’s talk no longer ; place yourselves with 
silence. 

As” I directed ye, and when time calls us. 

As ye are friends, so shew yourselves. 

Ant. So be it. [Exeunt. 

^ A sea-term, derived from die hoit^ of a sliip ; 

wliicli, says Dr Johnson, begins at the loof, and compassing ends 
of the stern, and ends at the sternmost parts of the forecastle,-— 
E4 1788- ' ■ 

7 Cosier-mongcrs.} That is, dealers in apples, which were 
■ called costards, from their resembling a costard, or man’s head. 
FalstafPsays—'* Virtue is of so little regard in these costev'-moji- 
times, that true valour is turned bear-herd.” ' 
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SCENE VIII. 


A Room in the Landlady/’ s House. 

Enter Doisr John, mth the Child, and Landlady. 

Land. Nay, son, if this be your regard 

John. Good mother ! 

Land. Good me no goods ! Your cousin and 
yourself 

Are welcome to me, whilst you bear yourselves 
Like honest and true gentlemen. Bring hither 
To my house, that have ever been reputed 
A gentlewoman of a decent and fair carriage. 

And so behaved mysel f - 

John. I know you have. 

Land. Bring hither, as I say, (to make my name 
Stink in my neighbour’s nostrils) your devices. 
Your brats, got out of Aligant, ® and broken oaths ! 
Your linsey-woolsy work, your hasty puddings ! 

I foster up your filch’d iniquities ? 

You are deceived in me, sir ; I am none 
Of those receivers. 

John. Have I not sworn unto you 
’Tis none of mine, and shew’d you how I found it ? 

Land. You found an easy fool that let you get it j 
She had better have worn pasterns.® 

Your brats, got out of^ Alligant.) In Rowley’s Match at Mid- 
night, Randal and Ancient Young quarrelling, Sim, another of 
the characters, interposes, “ Gentlemen, there’s Alegant in the 
house; pray set no more abroach.” The Landlady here means, 
“ Ydm brats produced by intoxication and faithless promises.” — 

^ S^e had, better have teorit pasterns.] I know of no meaning 
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John. Will you hear me ? 

Land. Oaths ? what do you care for oaths, to gain 
your ends. 

When ye are high and pamper’d ? What saint know 
ye ? _ 

Or what religion, but your purposed lewdness. 

Is to be look’d for of ye ? Nay, I will tell ye. 

You wiU then swear like accused cut-purses,' 

As far off truth too ; and lie beyond all falconers !’ 
I’m sick to see this dealing. 

John. Heaven forbid, mother ! 

Land. Nay, I am very sick. 

John. Who waits there ? 

Anth. \lWithin.'] Sir. ■ 

John. Bring down the bottle of Canary wine. 
Land. Exceeding sick ; Heaven help me 1 
John. Haste ye, sirrah. — 

I ipust even make her drunk. [_Apart.'\ Nay, gen- 
tle mother 1 

Land. Nowj fy upon ye ! Was it for this purpose 
You fetch’d your evening-walks for your digestions ? 
Eor this, pretended holiness ? No weather, 

Not before day, could hold you S’om the matins. 
Were these your bo-peep prayers ? You have pray’d ■ 
well, 

• 

of the word pasterns^ but part of a horse’s leg, which would not 
make sense in this passage, unless it was a phrase formerly in use, 
the meaning of which is now unknown. Perhaps we should read. 
She had better have worn paUe7is ; which were the sign of a got)d 
housewife, as they protect women from the dirt in walking, and 
are used only by the meaner sort. * 

Had this commentator turned to Cotgrave, he would have 
found this unknown meaning, which exactly suits the text, and 
proves that no alteration is necessary. Cotgrave explains Em-- 
yxj.?, “ shackles, fetters, or pasterns^ for iinruiie or unhroken 
horses.” 

_ lie beijond all falconers.] Persons who sold hawks were 
probably as notorious for lying and cheating, when falconry waa 
a favourite sport, as horse-dealers are at this day. 
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And with a learned zeal ; watch’d well too. Your 
saint, 

It seems, was pleased as well. Still sicker, sicker ! 

Enter Anthony, mth a Bottle of Wme. 

John. There is no talking to her till I have 
• drench’d her. 

Give me. — H ere, mother, takeagoodround draught ; 
’Twill purge spleen from your spirits: Deeper, mo- 
ther. 

Band, Ay, ay, son, you imagine this wiU mend 
all. \_Drinks. 

John. All, i'faith, mother. 

Land. I confess the wine 
Will do his part. 

John. I’ll pledge you. 

Land. But, son John ! 

John. I know your meaning, mother ; touch it 
once more ; 

Alas, you look not well ; take a round draught, 

(It warms the blood well, and restores the colour) 
And then we’ll talk at large. 

Land. A civil gentleman ? 

A stranger ? one the town holds a good regard of ? 
John, Nay, I will silence thee. 

Land. One that should weigh his fair name F—Oh, 
a stitch ! 

John. There’s nothing better for a stitch, good 
mother; 

Make no spare of it ; as you love your health, 
Mince not the matter. 

Land. As I said, a gentleman ? 

Lodge in my house ? Now Heaven’s my comfort. 
Signor 

John. I look’d for this. • 
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Land. I did not think you would have used me 
thus; 

A woman of my credit ; one, Heaven knows, 
That loved you but too tenderly. 

'John. Dear mother, 

I ever found your kindness, and acknowledge it. 
Land. No, no, I am a fool to counsel you. Where’s 
the infant ? . 

Come, let’s see your workmanship. 

John. None of mine, mother ; 

But there ’tis, and a lusty one. {Gives her the Child. 

Land. Heaven bless thee. 

Thou hadst a hasty making ; but the best is, 

’Tis many a good man’s fortune.^ As Hive, 

Your own eyes. Signor ; and the nether lip 
As like you as ye had spit it. 

John. I am glad on’t. 

Land. Bless me, what things are these ? 

John. I thought my labour 
Was not all lost. ’Tis gold, and these are jewels. 
Both rich, and right, I hope. 

Land. Well, well, son John, 

I see you are a woodman,, and can chuse 
Your deer, though it be i’ th’ dark ; all your dis- 
cretion 

Is not yet lost ; this was well clapt aboard : 

Here I am with you now ; when, as they say, 
Your pleasure comes with profit ; when you must 
needs do. 

Do where ye may be done to, ’tis a wisdom 
Becomes a young man well: Be sm-e of one thing, 
Lose not your labour and your time together. 

It seasons of a fool, son ; time is precious. 

Work wary whilst you have it ; since you must 
traffick 

Sometimes this slippery way, take sure hold. Signor; 
Trade with no broken merchants, make your lading 
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As you would make your rest,"^ adventiirousiy. 
But with advantage ever. 

John. All this time, mother, 

The child wants looking-to, wants meat and nurs.es. 

Land. Now blessing o’ thy care ! It shall have all, 
And instantly j I’ll seek a nurse myself!, son. 

’Tis a sweet child ! — -Ah, my young Spaniard ! — 
Take you no further care, sir. 

, John. Yes, of these jewels, 

I must, by your leave, mother. These are yours. 
To make your care the stronger ; for the re'st 
I’ll find a master. The gold, for bringing up on’t, 
I freely render to your charge. 

Land. No more words. 

Nor no more children, good son, as you love me ; 
This may do well. 

John. I shall observe your morals. 

But where’s Don Frederic, mother? 

Land. Ten to one 

About the like adventure ; he told me, 

He was to find you out. 

John. Why should he stay thus ? 

There may be some ill chance in’t : Sleep I will not. 
Before Ihave found him. Now this woman’s pleased, 
I’U seek my friend out, and my care is eased. \Eait. 

® As you txovld, make rest.] This is not &n allusion to 
fencing, as the last editors imagine. It refers to the phrase of 
setting up a rest at a game, stakmg a sum on a card. The re- 
maining words of the speech prove the propriety of tlije expla- 
nation. 
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SCENE IX. 


A Street. 

Enter Duke and Gentlemen, 

1 Gent. Believe, Sir, ’tis as possible to do it. 

As to remove the city : The main faction 
Swarm thi'ough the streets like hornets, arm’d with 
angers 

Able to ruin states 5 no safety left us. 

Nor means to die like men, if instantly 
You draw not back again. 

Duke. May he be drawn 
And quarter’d too, that turns now ! Were I surer 
Of death than thou art of thy fears, and with death 

More than those fears are too 

1 Gent, Sir, I fear not. 

Duke. I would not crack my vow, start from my 
honour. 

Because I may find danger ; wound my soul. 

To keep my body safe ! 

L Gent. I speak not, sir. 

Out of a baseness, to you. 

Duke. No, nor do not. 

Out of a baseness, leave me. What is danger. 
More than the weakness of our apprehensions ? 

A poor cold part o’ th’ blood ? Who takes it hold 
of? 

Cowards, and wicked livers : Valiant minds 
Were made the masters of it ; and as hearty seamen 
In desperate storms stem, with a little rudder 
^ The tumbling ruins of the ocean ; 

So with their cause and swords do they do dangers. 
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Say we were sure to die all in this venture, 

(As I am confident against it) is there any 
Amongst us of so fat a sense, so pamper’d, 

Would chuse luxuriously to lie a-bed. 

And purge away his spirit, send his soul out ' 

In sugar-sops and syi'ups ? Give me dying, 

As dying ought to be, upon mine enemy, 

Partipg with mankind by a man that’s manly. 

Let ’em be all the world, and bring along 
Cain’s envy ^ with ’em, I will on ! 

2 Gent. You may, sir; 

But with what safety ? 

1 Gent. Since ’tis come to dying, 

You shall perceive, sir, here be those amongst us 
Can die as decently .a§ other men, 

And with as little ceremony. On, brave sir. 

Duke. That’s spoken heartily. 

] Gent. And he that flinches. 

May he die lousy in a ditch ! 

Duke. No more dying ; 

There’s no such danger in it. What’s o’clock ? 

S Gent. Somewhat above your hour. 

Duke. Away then quickly ; 

Make no noise, and no ti-ouble wiU attend us. \Ea;eimt. 

3 'Enxy.'\ This word was frequently used for malice^ haired* 
So in the Merchant of Venice, Gratiano says to Shylock, 

« No metal can, 

No, not the hangman’s ax, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp 

I cannot resist pointing out the extreme beauty of this speech to 
the reader. For nobleness of sentiment, and hamony of Yersii* 
cation, it has few equals. 
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j. 


An Apartment in the Landlady’s House. 

Enter FiiEDERic, and Peter mth a CandleS 

Fred. Give me the candle. So j go you out that 
way. 

Peter. What have we now to do ? \_Aside, 

Fred. And o’ your life, sirrah. 

Let none come near the door without my know- 
ledge ; 

No, not my landlady, nor my friend. 

Peter, ’Tis done, sin 

Fred. Nor any serious business that concerns me. 

Peter. Is the wind there again \_Aside. 

Fred. Be gone. ' . 

Peter. I am, sir, [E^t. 

JSn^e^lCONSTANTIA 

Fred. Now enter without fear. And, noble lady, 

That safety and civility you wish’d for 
Shall truly here attend you : No rude tongue 
Nor rough, behaviour knows this place, no wishes 
Beyond the moderation of a man, 

Dare enter here ; your own desires and innocence. 

Join’d to my vow’d obedience, shall protect you, 

Were dangers more than doubts. 

Con. You are truly noble. 

And worth a woman’s trust ; Let it become me, 

^ [Offers a ring. 

(I do beseech you, sir) for all yqpr , 

VOL. VII. C ^ ^ I 

.■ ■ ■ ,■ ■ ■■ i G h. I ^ 
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To render, with my thanks, this worthless trifle j 
T may be longer troublesome. 

Fred. Fair offices 

Are still their own rewards : Heaven bless me, lady. 
From selling civil courtesies ! May it please you. 
If you will force a favour to oblige me. 

Draw but that cloud aside, to satisfy me 
For what good angel I’m engaged. 

Con. It shall be, . 

For I am truly confident you are honest : [Unveils. 
The piece is scarce worth looking on. 

Fred. Trust me, 

The abstract of all beauty, soul of sweetness ! — 
Defend me, honest thoughts, I shall gi-ow’ wild else I 
What eyes are there, rather what little Heavens, 
To stir men’s contemplations ! what a paradise 
Runs through each part she has! Good blood, be 
temperate: 

I must look off ; too excellent an object 
Confounds the sense that sees it. — Noble lady. 

If there be any further service to cast on me, 

Eet it be worth my life, so much I honour ye. 

Or the engagement of whole families 

Con, Your service is too liberal, worthy sir; 

Thus far I shall entreat 

Fred. Command me, lady ; 

You make your power too poor. 

Con. That presently 

With all convenient haste, you would retire 
Unto the street you found me in. 

TVed. ’Tis done. 

Con. There, if you find a gentleman oppress’d 
With force and violence, do a man’s office. 

And draw your sword to rescue him. 

Fred. He’s safe. 

Be what he will ; and let his foes be devils. 

Arm’d with your pity, I shall conjure ’em. 
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Retire; this key will guide you: All things ne- 
cessary 

Are there before you. 

Con. All my prayers go with yoii^ ^Exit 

Fred. You clap on proof upon me. Men say 
gold 

Does all, engages all, woi'ks through all dangers : 
Now I say beauty can do more : 'ibe king’s exche- 
quer. 

Nor all his wealthy Indies, could not draw me 
Through half those miseries this piece of pleasure 
Might make me leap into : We are aU like sea- 
cards,^ 

All our endeavours and our motions, 

(As they do to the North) still point at beauty, 
Still at the fairest : For a handsome woman. 
Setting my soul aside, it should go hard. 

But I would strain my body : Yet to her. 

Unless it be her own free gratitude, 

Hopes, ye shalldie, and thou, tongue, rot within me. 
Ere I infringe my faitli. Now to my rescue. [Ewit 

^ You clap on proof upon me-'] That is, armour of proof. Mason. 

^ We are like sea-cards.] la the present instance this term is 
used, not veiy accurately, for the magnet. It generally means the 
card upon which the points of the compass are delineated ; some** 
times a sea-chart.. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


A St7'eet 


Enter DuTce^ pursued by Petruccio, Antonio, and 
two Genikmeri. 

Duke. You will not all oppress me ? 

Ant. Kill him i’ th’ wanton eye ! 

Let me come to him ! 

Duke. Then ye shall buy me dearly ! 

Petr. Say you so, sir ? 

Ant. I say cut his wezand, spoil his piping : 
Have at your love-sick heart, sir ! 

Enter Don John. 

John, Sure His fighting : 

My friend may be engaged. — -Fy, gentlemen ! 

This is unmanly odds, 
vfnt I’ll stop your mouth, sir. 

[Duke falls down, Don John bestrides him. 
John. Nay then, have at thee freely. 

There’s a plumb, sir, to satisfy your longing. 

[Wounds Antonio. 
Petr. Away I I hope I have sped him. Here 
comes rescue ; 

We shall be endanger’d. Where’s Antonio ? 

Ant. I must have one thrust more, sir. 

John. Come up to me. x 
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Ant. A mischief confound your fingers ! 

Petr. How is’t ? 

Ant. Well : 

He has given me my quietus est. I felt him 
In my small guts ; I’m sure he has feez’d me 
This comes of siding with you. 

2 Gent. Can you go, sir ? 

Ant, 1 should go, man, an my head were off: 
Ne’er talk of going. 

Petr. Come, all shall be well then. 

I^hear more rescue coming. 

Enter the Duke's Gentlemen. 

Let’s turn back then ; 

My skull's uncloven yet ; let me but kill. 

Petr. Away for Heaven sake with him ! 

l^Esiit Petruccio, with Antonio and his Gen- 
tlemen. 

John. How is’t ? 

Duke. Well, sir j . 

Only a little stagger’d. 

. Duke’s Gent. Let’s pursue ’em. 

Duke. No, not a man, I charge ye !— Thanks," 
good coat ; 

Thcfu hast saved me a shrewd welcome : ’Twas put 
home too. 

With a good mind. I’m sure on’t. 

/o/m. Are you safe then ? 

Duke. My thanks to you, brave sir, whose timely 
valour. 

And manly courtesy, came to my rescue. 

John, You had foul play offer’d ye, and shame 
befall him 

* I’m sure he has feez’d me."^ To feaze means either to un- 
twist a rope, or to beat with a rope. Either of these meanings 
may be used metaphorically in the text, , 
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SS 

That can pass by oppression. 

Duke. May I crave, sir, 

But thus much honour more, to know your name. 
And him I am so bound. to ? 

Johk. For the bond, sir, 

’Tis every good man’s tie ; to know me further 
Will little profit you ; I am a stranger, 

My -country Spain ; my name Don John, a gen- 
tleman . 

That lies here for my study. 

Duke. I have heard, sir, 4 

Much worthy mention of you ; yet I find 
Fame short of what you are. 

John. You are pleased, sir. 

To express your courtesy : May I demand 
As freely what you are, and what mischance 
Cast you into this danger ? 

Duke. For this present, 

I must desire your pardon : You shall know me 
Ere it be long, sir, and a nobler thanks 
Than now my will can render. 

John. Your will’s your own, sir. 

Duke. What is’t you look for, sir ? have you lost 
any thing ? 

John. Only my hat i’ th’ scuffle: Sure these fellows 
Were night-snaps.’ 

Duke. No, believe, sir. Pray you use mine. 
For ’twill be hard to find your own now, 

John. No, sir. 

Duke. Indeedyou shall ; I can command another : 
■ I do beseech you honour me. 

John. I will, sir : 

And so I’ll take my leave.; 

Duke. Within these few days 
I hope I shall be happy in your knowledge 5 

^ Night-sm'jp^.'J Thieves. Snap is still a cant word for a theft. 
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’Till when, I love your memory. , 

\_Exemt Duke md Gentlemen. 

John. I yours. — 

This is some noble fellow. 


Enter Frederic. 

Fred. ’Tis his tongue sure. 

Don John ? 

John. Don Frederic ? 

Fred. You are fairly met, sir : 

1 thought you had been a bat-fowhng. Pr’ythee 
tell me. 

What revelations hast thou had to-night. 

That home was never thought of? 

John. Revelations ? ^ t . i 

I’ll tell thee, Frederic *, but, before I tell thee. 
Settle thy understanding. 

Fred. Tis prepared, sir. rpu* 

John. Why then, mark what shall follow, ihis 
night, Frederic, 

This bawdy night— 

Fred. I, thought no less. 

John. This blind night. 

What dost think I have got ? 

Fred. The pox, it may be. , „ ^ ^ 

John. ’Would ’twere no worse ! le talk ot reve- 
lations; 

I have got a revelation wiU reveal me 
An arrant coxcomb while I live- 
jFVec?. Whatis’t? 

Thou hast lost nothing ? ^ ^ 

John. No, I have got, I tell thee. 

Fred. What hast thou got ? 

John. One of the infantry, a child. 

Fred. How 1 

/oAw. A chopping child, man. 
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Fred. ’Give you joy, sir. 

John. A lump of lewdness, Frederic ; tiiat’s tlie 
truth on’t. 

This town’s abominable^ 

Fred. I still told you, John, 

Your whoring must come home ; I counscli’d you : 

But where no grace is 

John. ’Tis none o’ mine, man. 

Fred. Answer the parish so. 

John. Cheated, in troth. 

Peeping into a house ; by whom I know not. 

Nor where to find the place again. No, Frederic, 
Had I but kiss’d the ring for’t' — ’Tis no poor one. 
That’s my best comfort, for ’t has brought about it 
Enough to make it man. . 

Fred. Where is’t ? . 

John. At home, 

Fred. A saving voyage : But what will you say, 
signor, 

To him that, searching out your serious worship. 
Has met a stranger fortune ? 

John. How, good Frederic ? 

A militant girl now to this boy would hit it. 

Fred. No; mine’s a nobler venture. What do yon 
think, sir. 

Of a distressed lady, one whose beauty 
Would over-sell all Italy ? 

John. Where is *she? 

‘ Fred. A woman of that rare behaviour. 

So qualified, as admiration 

Dwells round about her ; of that perfect spirit — 

Jb/nz. Ay, many, sir ! 

Fred. That admirable carriage, 

Thatsweetness in discourse ; young as the Morning, 
Her blushes staining his.® . . 

® Young as the Mornings 

Her Slushes staining his,'} That is, out-doing or excelling 
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John. But where’s this creature ? 

Shew me but that. 

Fred. That’s all one ; she’s forth-coming 5 
I Ijave her sure, boy. 

,/okn. Hark you, Frederic ; 

What truck betwixt my infant — ^ — 

Fred. ’Tis too light, sir ; 

Stick to your charges, good Don John ; I am well, 
John. But is there such a wench? 

Fred. First tell me this. 

Did you not lately, as you walk’d along. 

Discover people that were arm’d, and likely 
To do offence ? 

Yes, marry, and they urged it 
As far as they had spirit. 

Fred. Pray go forward. 

JoJm. Agentleman I found engaged amongst ’em 
It seems of noble breeding ; I am sure brave mettle 
As I return’d to look you, I set in to him, 

And without hurt, I thank Heaven, rescued hinjj 
And came myself off safe too. 

Fred. My work’s done then : 

And now, to satisfy you, there is a woman, 

Oh, John, there is a wmman 

John. Oh, where is she ? 
i^red. And one of no less wmrth then I assure you; 
And, which is more, fallen under my protection. 
John. I am glad of that. Forward, sweet Frederic! 
Fred. And, which is more than that, by thisnight’s 
wand’ring; 


his, making them appear faint hj the superior lustre of her own. 
A similar expression Occurs in CupiePs Revenge, where Leontius 
sajsofBacha — 

She stains the ripest virgins of her age. 


3Ias'on* 
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And, which is most of all, she is at home too, sir. 
JoJm. Comej let’s be gone then. 

Fred. Yes ; but ’tis most certain 
You cannot see her, John. 

Jokn. Why ? 

Fred, She has sworn me 

That none else shall come near her, not my mo- 
ther. 

Till some few doubts are clear’d. 

John. Not look upon her ? 

What chamber is she in ? 

Fred, In ours. 

John. Let’s go, I say : 

A woman’s oaths are wafers, break with making j 
They must for modesty a little ; We all know it-, 
J^red,. No, I’ll assure you, sir. 

John. Not see her? 

I smell an old dog-trick of yours. Well, Frederic, 
You talk’d to me of whoring : Let’s have fair play. 
Square dealing, I would wish you. 

Fred. When ’tis come 
(Which I know never will be) to that issue. 

Your spoon shall be as deep as mine, sir. 

Tell me. 

And tell me true, is the cause honourable, 

Or for your ease ? 

Fred. By all our friendship, John, 

’Tis honest, and of great end, 

JoA«. I am answer’d ; 

But let me see her though ; leave the door open 
As you go in. 

Fred. I dare not. 

John. Not wide open. 

But just so, as a jealous husband 
Would level at his wanton wife through. , 

jPred. .That courtesy. 
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If you desire no more, and keep it strictly, 

I dare afford you. Come ; ’fis now near morning. 

\_ExeimU 


SCENE II. 


A Room in the Landlady's House. 


Enter Petee and Anthony. 

Peter. Nay, the old woman’s gone too. 

Anth. She’s a-catterwauling 
Among the gutters : But, conceive me, Peter, 
Where our good masters should be ? 

Peter. Where they should be 
I do conceive j but where they are,good Anthony— 

Anth. Ay, there it goes : My master’s bo-peeps 
with me, 

W ith his sly popping in and out again. 

Argued a cause, a frippery cause. 

Peter. Believe me. 

They bear up with some carvel. ® 

Anth. I do believe thee. 

For thou hast such a master for that chase. 

That ’till he spends his main-mast— ■ 

Peter. Pray remember 
Your courtesy, good Anthony j and withal. 

How long ’tis since your master sprung a leak j 
He had a Sound one since he came. 

Anth. Hark! '[Lute sounds within. 

Peter. What? 

9 Carael.1 Aq old-fashioned ship used by the Spaniards. See 
yol.ILp. 22. / ■ 
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Jnth. Dost not hear a lute ? Again 1 

Peter. Where is’t ? 

Anth. Above, in my master’s chamber. 

Peter. There’s no ci'eature ; 

He hath the key himself, man. [Singing mihin. 

Anth.' This is his lute ; ' 

Let him have it. 

Peter. I grant you ; but who strikes it ? 

Anth. An admirable voice too ; hark ye ! 

SONG. IWithbi.-} 

Merciless Love, whom nature hath denied 

The use of eyes, lest thOu shouMst taJce a pride 

And glory in thy murders, why am I, 

That never yet transgress'd thy deity. 

Never broke vow,’’ from iekose eyes ‘never Jim 

Disdairful dart, whose hard heart never slew, 

* Ant. This is his lute : Let hint have it.] The song was insert- 

cd before this line in the two former editions. The reason of the 
change of its place is very plain. Servard* 

The song, like many others in this collection, was first inserted 
in the second folio; where the only stage direction is — Liiie 
sounds voithin* This is also in the first, where opposite to the woi*ds 
— “ This is his lute,” &c. we have the following there^iS'/Hg 
within a Utile, and afterwards at the words — Let it be,” Sing 
again. Probably the song was divided originally, and different 
portions of it sung at different tipies to the end of the scene. 

* Never broke vow, ^ from whose e^es ne>mr 
Flew disdainful dart, • 

Whose hard heart never 
Slew those reivardersf 

Thou art young and fair. 'I The measure of all, except the 
last line quoted above, only wants to be replaced; but that last 
is deficient in sense as well as measure, i suppose the word ili 
to have been the monosyllable lost, and reward^rs to have been 
put hr rewarded, and then it would run, . — — Thus remardcrs^: 
This being too glaringly absurd might be thought to be amended 
b/makingit,^ Those rewar ders^ Bernards 
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Thus ill rewarded? Thou art young and fair. 

Thy mother soft and gentle as the air, ' 

Thy holy fre still burning, blown with prayer t 

The7i, everlasting Love, restrain thy will ; ' 

’Tis god-like to have power, but not to MIL 

Peter. Anthony, 

Art sure we are at home ? 

Anth.. Without all doubt, Peter. 

Peter. Then this must be the devil. 

Let it be. — fSing agairh. 

Good devil, sing again ! Oh, dainty devil ! — 
Peter, believe it, a most delicate devil 1 
The sweetest devil -- — - 

Enter Feederic and Don John. 

Fred. If you could leave peeping ! 

John. I cannot ; by no means. 

Fred. Then come in softly ; 

And, as you love your faith, presume no further 
Than you have promised.'' 

John. Basta! 

Fred. What make you up so early, sir ? 

John. You, sir, in your contemplations ! 

Peter. Oh, pray you, peace, sir. {^Lute plays again, 

Fred. Why peace, sir ? 

The above song is not in the first copy ; however, it bears such 
strong internal marks of authenticity, that we cannot doubt its 
being genuine.—Ed. nTS. 

The song is probably original, but the editors have rejected 
many others, which occur first in the second folio, of far higher 
value. See for instance the Queen of Corinth. — It is necessary 
to adopt the greater part of Seward’s variations ; but in one in- 
stance the old text has been restored, as having the same mean- 
ing as the amendment. In the sixth line he reads unnecessarily, 

whose hard heart «o»e e’er slew. 

‘ ■ 12 , 
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Peter. Do you hear ? 

John. ’Tis yoiu' lute. , 

Fred. Pray ye speak softly ; 

She’s playing on’t. 

Antk. The house is haunted, sir, 

For this we have heard this half-year. 

Fred. Ye saw nothing ? 

Arith. Not I. 

Peter. Nor I, sii-. 

Fred. Get us our breakfast then j 
And make no words on’t. We’ll undertake this 
spirit. 

If it be one. 

Anth. This is no devil, Peter. 

Mum ! there be bats abroad. 

[Exeunt Peter and Anthony. 
Fred. Stay ; now she sings. [Singing. 

John. An angel’s voiee. I’ll swear ! 

Fred. Why didst thou shrug so? 

Either allay this heat ; or, as I live, 

I will not trust you. 

John. Pass ! I warrant you. lExeunt. 

SCENE 111. 


Another in the same. 


Enter CoNSTANTiA. 

Con. To curse those stars that men say govern us. 
To rail at Fortune, fah out with my fate. 

And task the general world, will help me nothing : 
Alas, I am the same still, neither are they 
Subject to helps, or hurts : Our own desires 
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Are our own fates, our own stars all our fortunes. 
Which, as we sway ’em, so abuse or bless us. 

• Enter Frederic, and Don John peeping. 

Fred. Peace to your meditations ! 

JoJm. Pox upon ye. 

Stand out o’ th’ light ! 

Con. I crave your mercy, sir ; 

My mind, o’er-charged with care, made me unman- 
nerly. 

Fred. Pray you set that mind at rest ; all shall 
be perfect. 

John. I like the body rare ; a handsome body, 
A wond’rous handsome body. ’Would she would 
turn ! 

See, an that spiteful puppy be not got 
Between me and my light again ! 

Fred. ’Tisdone, 

As all that you command shall be : The gentleman 
Is safely off“ all danger. 

John. Oh, de Dios ! 

Con. How shall I thank you, sir ? how satisfy ? 
Fred. Speak softly, gentle lady, all’s rewarded. — 
Now does he melt, like marmalade. \_Aside. 

John. Nay, ’tis certain, 

Thou art the sweetest woman I e’er look’d on : 

I hope thou art not honest. 

FVcif. None disturb’d you ? 

Con. Not any, sir, nor any sound came near me j 
I thank your care. 

Fred. ’Tis well. 

John. I would fain pray now. 

But the devil, jand that flesh there o’ the world — 
What are we made to sttfifer P 

* ^ But tP devil a^d that jftesk there^ ,6* the world, 

What are tve maffe to Seward has proposed two 
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Fred. He will enter: — 

Pull in your head, and be bang’d ! 

Jb/m. Hark you, Frederi*! 

I have brought you home your pack-saddle. 

Fred. Pox upon you ! 

Con. Nay, let him enter. Fy, my lord the duke, 
Stand peeping at your friends ? 

Fred. You are cozen’d, lady ; 

Here is no duke. 

Con.. I know him full well, signor. 

John. Hold thee there, wench ! 

Fred. This mad-brain’d fool will spoil all. 

Co?2. I do beseech your grace come in. 

Jo/m. My grace f 
There was a word of comfort I 

Fred. Shall he enter. 

Whoe’er he be ? 

John. Well follow’d, Frederic ! 

Co?J. With all my heart. 

Fred. Come in then. 

Enter Don John. 

John. ’Bless yon, lady '. 

Fred. Nay, start not ; though he be a stranger 
to you, 

amendments in the passage; first t(^ read-^ (Ob, the world!) 
which lie adopts, and which Mason honours with his approbation; 
the seqond-— awi the ^voorid. But the break introduced by the 
last editors makes all plain, though Mason says the text is non- 
sense as it how stands. What can be more simple ? Could he not 
perceive that Don John says plainly-— .‘‘ I would fain pray now, 
but the devil and the worldly flesh there ( Constantia) turn aside 
w.y ihouglits.*^ These last words he does not utter but exclaims — 
“ What are we made to suffer (in consequence of the devil and 
the fieshd’) The reader will already have perceived what a mor- 
tal enemy Mr Mason is to breaks and imperfect sentences, — one 
of Fletcher^s favourite and oustomary practices in light dialogues 
like the present. 
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He’s of a noble strain : My kinsman, lady. 

My countryman, and fellow-traveller : 

One bed contains us ever, one purse feeds us. 
And. one faith free between us. Do not fear him j 
He’s truly honest. 

John. That’s a lie. [Aside. 

Fred. And trusty. 

Beyond your wishes 5 valiant to defend y - 
And modest to converse with, as your blushes. 
John. [_Aside.i\ Now may I hang myself; This 
commendation 

Has broke the neck of all my hopes; for now 
Must I cry, “ No forsooth,” and “ Ay forsooth,” 
and “ surely. 

And truly as I live, and as I am honest.” 

He has done these things for ’nonce too ; ^ for he 
knows. 

Like a most env-ious rascal as he is, 

I am not honest, nor desire to be. 

Especially this way. He has watch’d his time ; 
But I shall quit him. , 

Con. Sir, I credit you. 

. jFred Go kiss her, -John. 

John. Plague o’ your commendations ! 

Con. Sir, I shall now desire to be a trouble. 
joM. Never to me, sweet lady : Thus I seal 
My faith, and all my service. her. 

Co?i. One word, signor. [To Feederic. 

John. Now ’tis impossible I should be honest ; 

[Aside. 

She kisses with a conjuration 
Would make the devil dance! What points she at? 
My leg, I warrant, or my well-knit body ; i 
Sit fast, Don Frederic ! — 

* He has done these things for ’nonc^ toO'J That is, purposely, 
to serve his own purposes. . , 

VOL. VII. D 
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Tred. ’Twas given him by that gentleman 
You took such care of ; Ms own being lost i’ th’ 
seuifle. 

Cm. With much joy may he wear it! ’Tisa-right 
one, 

I can assure you, gentleman ; and right happy 
May you be in all fights for that fair service i 
iPred. Why do you blush ? 

Cm. ’T had almost cozeMd me ; 

For, not to lie, when I saw that, I look’d for 
Another master of it •, but ’tis well, ^Knock within. 
Fred. Who’s there ? 


Enter Anthony. 

Stand you a little close. Come in, sir ! 

[Exit Constants. 
Now, what’s the news with you ? 

Anth. There is a gentleman without 
Would speak with Don John. 

John. Who, sir? 

Anth. 1 do not know, sir j but he shews a man 
Of no mean reckoning. 

Fred. Let Mm shew his name. 

And then return a little wiser. 

Well, sir. Anthony. 

Fred. “ How do you like her, John ? 

John. As well as you, Frederic, 

For all I am honest ; you shall find it so too, 

Fred. Art thou not honest ? 

John. Art thou an ass 

^ Jnf thoit an Botli sense and measure warrant our 

setting the word NOT.--~-Ed, 1778. 

Setting aside the metre (a matter of indifiPerence w’ith most of 
the old dramatists, ) there is as much point, and more of the quaint- 
ness of old language in the text, than in the alteration. K'ega»* 
tives were continually implied without being actually put down* 
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“ And modest as her blushes !” What a blockhead 
Would e’er have popp’d out such a dry apology. 
For his dear friend ? and to a gentlewoman ? 

A wnman of her youth and delicacy ? 

They are arguments to draw them to abhor us. 

An honest moral man? ’tia for a constable ! 

A handsome man, a wholesome man, a tough man, 
A liberal man, a likely man, a man 
Made up like Hercules, unslaked with service. 
The same to-night, to-morrow-night, the next night. 
And so to perpetuity of pleasures ; 

These had been things to hearken to, things catch* 

ing; V 

But you have such a spiced consideration, ® 

Such qualms upon your worship’s conscience. 

Such chilblains in your blood, that all things pinch 
you, 

Which nature, and the liberal world,makes custom ; 
And nothing but fair Honour, oh, sweet Honour !, 
Hang up your eunuch Honour ! That I was trusty. 
And valiant, were things well put in ; but modest ! 
A modest gentleman ! Oh, wit, where wast thou? 
Fred, lam sorry, John, 

John. My lady’s gentlewoman 
Would laugh me to a school-boy, make me blush 
With playing with my codpiece*pQint I Fy on thee I 
A man of thy discretion ? 

Fred. It shall be mended ; 

And henceforth you shall have your due, 

. ^ such, a consideraiioni\ Smced, msmx% precise, 

scruj^ulous. In the Mad Lover, (vol, IV. p. 193.) Cleanthe, 
offering money to the Priestess, who pretends to refuse it, says. 

Be not so ; ’tis good gold. 

And goodness is no gall to th’ coascifSBce, 
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jEwfer Anthony. 

John. I look for*t. — 

How now ? who is’t ? 

Anth. A gentleman of this town. 

And calls himself Petruccio. 

John, I’ll attend him. Anthony. 

Enter Constantia. 

Con. How did he call himself ? 

Fred. Petruccio : 

Does it concern you aught ? 

Con. Oh, gentlemen, ^ 

The hour of my destruction is come on me j 
I am discover’d, lost, left to my ruin 1 
As ever ye had pity — — [Kneeis. 

John. Do not fear ; 

Let the great devil come, lie shall come through me : 
Lost here, and we about ye ? 
jPred "Fall before us ? 

Con. Oh, my unfortunate estate ! all angers 

-Compared to his, to his 

Fred. Let his, and all men’s. 

Whilst we have power and life — Stand up, tor Hea- 
ven sake ! 

Con. I have offended Heaven too ; yet Heaven 
knows -- ' 

John. We are all evil : 

Yet Heaven forbid we should have our deserts ! 
What is he ? 

Con. Too, too hear to my offence, sir : 

Oh, he will cut me piece-meal ! 

Fred. ’Tis no treason ? 

John. Let it be what it wiU, if he cut here. 

I’ll find him cuhwork. 
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-Fred. He must buy you dear ; 

With more than common lives. 

John. Fear not, nor weep not : 

By Heaven, I’ll fire the town before you perish ! 
And then; the more the merrier, we’ll jog with you. 
Fred. Come in, and dry your eyes. 

^John. Pray no more weeping : 

Spoil a sweet face for nothing ? My return 
Shall end all this, I warrant you. 

Con. Heaven grant it I [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Another in the same. 

Enter Petruccio, with a letter. 

Petr. This man should be of special rank ; for 
these commends 

jCarry no common way, no slight worth, with ’em : 
He shall be he. 


* Enter Don John. 

John. ’Save you, sir ! I am sorry 
My business was so unmannerly, to make you 
Wait thus long here. 

Petr. Occasions must be served, sir. 

But is your name Don John ? 

John. It is, sir. 

Petr. Then, 

First, for your own brave sake, I must embrace you : 
Next, from the credit of your noble friend 
Hernando de Alvara, make you mine ; 
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Who lays his chai-ge upon me in this letter 
To look you oiit, and, for the goodness in you. 
Whilst your occasions make you resident 
In this place, to supply you, love and honour you; 

Which, had I known sooner 

John. Noble sir, 

You’ll make my thanks too poor ; I wear a sword, 
sir. 

And have a service to be still disposed of. 

As you shall please command it. 

Fetr. Gentle sir. 

That manly courtesy is half my business : 

And, to be short, to make you know I iionour you, 
And in all points believe your worth like oracle. 
And how above my friends (which are not few. 
And those not slack) I estimate your virtues, 
Make yourself understand, this day Pctruccio 
(A man that may command the strength of this 
place. 

Hazard the boldest spirits) hath made choice 
Only of you, and in a noble office. 

John. Forward ; I am free to entertain it. 

Petr, Thus then : , 

I do beseech you mark me. 

John. I shall do it. 

' Pe?r. Fen'ara’s duke, (’would I might call him 
worthy ! 

But that he has razed out from his family. 

As he has mine with infamy) this man, 

Rather this powerful^^monster, we being left 
But two of all our house, to stock our memories. 
My sister and myself, with arts and witchcrafts. 
Vows, and such oaths Heaven has no mercy for. 
Drew to dishonour this weak maid, by stealths. 
And secret passages I knew not of; 

Oft he obtain’d his wishes, oft abused her : 

I am ashamed to say the rest ! This purchased. 
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And his hot blood allay’d, as friends forsake us 
At a mile’s end upon our way, he left her. 

And all our name to ruin. 

John. This was foul play. 

And ought to be rewarded so. 

Petr. 1 hope so. 

He ’scaped nie y ester-night ; which, if he dare 
Again adventure for. Heaven pardon him I 
I shall, with all my heart. 

John. For me, brave signor, 

What do you intend ? 

Petr. Only, fair sir, this trust, 

(Which, from the commendations of this letter, 

I dare presume well placed) nobly to bear him 
By word of mouth a single challenge from me, 
That, man to man, if he have honour in him. 

We may decide all difference. 

John. Fair and noble. 

And I will do it home. When shall I visit you ? 
Petr. Please you, this afternoon. I will ride with 
you 5 

For at a castle, six miles hence, we are sure 
To find him. . 

John. I’ll be ready. 

Petr. To attend you. 

My man shall wait. With all my love’^ — [Exit. 
John. My service shall not fail you. 


’ With all my lane.] We much doubt whether thesa words are 
:aot part of Don John’s speech : > 

Wztk all my my sermce shall not fail 1778^ 

Mason supports the alteration; but a bar, showing t{iat Petru- 
ehio does not complete his speech, sets all right. 
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Enter Frederic. 

Ered. How now ? 

John. Ail’s well. Who dost thou think thig 
wench is ? 

Guess, an thou cansr. 

Ered. I cannot. 

John. Be it known then. 

To all men by these presents, this is she, 

She, she, and only she, our curious coxcombg 
Were. errant two months after. 

Fred. Who ? Constantia ? 

Thou talk’st of cocks and bulls. 

John. I talk of wenches. 

Of cocks and hens, Don Frederic ; this is the pullet 
We two went proud after. 

Fred. It cannot be. 

John . . It shall be ; - 

Sister to Don Petruccio : I know all, man. 

Fred. Now I believe. 

John. Go to j there has been stirring. 

Fumbling with linen, Frederic. 

Fred. ’Tis impossible ; 

You know her fame was pure as fire. 

John. That pure fire* 

Has melted out her maidenhead ; she’s crack’d ; 
We have all that hope of our side, boy. 

Fred. Thou tell’st me, . 

To my imagination, things incredible : 

I see no loose thought in her. 

John. That’s all one, 

She is loose i’ th’ hilts, by Heaven ! But the world 
Must know a fair way ; upon vow of marriage 1 
Fred. There may be such a slip. 

John. And will be, Frederic, 
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Whilst the old game’s a-foot. I fear the boy too 
Will prove hers, I took up. 

Fred. Good circumstance 
May cure all this yet. 

John. There thou hit’st it, Frederic. 

Come, let’s walk in and comfort her : Her being 
here 

Is nothing yet suspected. Anon 111 tell thee 
Wherefore her brother came, (who, by this light. 
Is a brave noble fellow) and what honour 
He has done to me, a stranger. There be irons 
Heating for some, will hiss into their heart-bloods. 
Ere all be ended. So much for this time. 

Free?. Well, sir. _ ^ ^ . \JE,xemt. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


Another in the same. 


Enter Landlady and Peter. 

Land. Come, you do know! 

Feter. I do not j by this^ hand, mistress ; 

But I suspect 

Land. What ? 

Peter. That if eggs continue 
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At this price, women will ne’er be saved 
By their good works. 

Land. I will know. 

Peter. You shall, any thing 
Lies in my power. The duke of Lorrain now 
Is seven thousand strong : I heard it of a fish-wife, 
A woman of fine knowledge. 

Land. Sirrah, sirrah ! . 

Petr. The pope’s bulls are broke loose too, and 
’tis suspected 

They shall be baited in England. 

Land. Very well, sir ! 

Peter. No, ’tis not so well, neither. 

Land. But I say to you. 

Who is it keeps your master company ? 

Peter. I say to you, Don John. 

Land. I say, what woman? 

Peter. I say so too. 

Land. I say again, I will know. 

Peter. I say, ’tis fit you should. 

Land. And I tell thee. 

He has a woman here. 

Peter. And I tell thee, 

’Tis then the better for him. 

Land. You are no bawd now ? 

Peter. ’Would I were able to be call’d unto it ; 
A worshipful vocation for my elders ; 

For, as I understand, it is a place 
Fitting my betters far. . 

Land. Was ever gentlewoman 
So trump’d off with a fool ! Well, saucy siirah, 

I will know who it is, and for what purpose ; 

I pay the rent, and I’U know how my house 
Comes by these inflammations : If this geer hold,® 

® ^ this geer hold.'] Geer is a word of no very determinate 
mnaning, but used for matters or things in general. 
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Best hang a sign-post up, to teU the signors, 

Here ye may have lewdness at livery. 

Enter Fredeeic. 

Peter. ’Twould be a great ease to your age. 
Fred. How now ? 

Why, what’s the matter, landlady ? 

Land. What’s the matter ? 

Ye use me decently among ye, gentlemen. 

Fred. Who has abused her ? you, sir ? 

Land. ’Ods my witness, 

I will not be thus treated, that I will not ! 

Peter. I gave her no ill language. 

Land. Thou liest lewdly ; 

Thou took’ St me up at every word I spoke. 

As I had been a Maukin, a flurt Gillian ; ® 

And thou think’st, because thou canst write and 
read. 

Our noses must be under thee. 

Fred. Dare you, sirrah ? 

Peter. Let but the truth be known, sir, I beseech 

ye; 

She raves of wenches, and I know not what, sir. 
Land. Go to ; thou know’st too well, thou wick- 
ed varlet. 

Thou instrument of eviU 
Peter. As I live, sir. 

She is ever thus till dinner. „ 

FVec?. Get you in ; 
ril answer you anon, sir. 

^ As I had been aflurt-Gillian.] Lhrt-OUlkn seems 

to be the origin of the modern expression, a giM-flirL Maukin 
and Gillian are, we believe, both corruptions of Christian names 
of women, commonly applied in a bad or ridiculous sense.— -Ed. 
1778. — They are corruptions of Magdalen and Juliana. 
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Fetcr. By this liancl, 

I’ll break your posset-paa ! [Exil. 

Land. I’lien, by this hood. 

I’ll lock the meat up ! 

Fred. Now, your grief; what is’t ? 

For I can guess 

Land. You may, with shame enough. 

If there were shame amongst you ! Nothing thought 
on. 

But how ye may abuse my house ? not satisfied 
With bringing home your l)astards to undo me. 
But you must drill your whores here too ? My pa- 
tience 

(Because I bear, and bear, and carry all, 

And, as they say, am wiUing to groan under) 
Must be your make-sport how f 
Fred. No more of these words, 

Nor no more munnurings, lady ! for you know 
That I know something. I did suspect your anger; 
But turn it presently and handsomely. 

And bear yourself' discreetly to this woman, 

(For such an one there is indeed) 

Land. ’Tis well, son. 

Fred. Leaving your devils’ matins, and your me- 
lancholies. 

Or we shall leave our lodgings. 

Land. You have much need 
To use these vagrant ways, and to much profit : 
You had that might content 
At home, witliin yourselves too, right good, gentle- 
men, . 

Wholesome, and you said handsome : But you gal- 
lants — 

Beast that I was to believe ye 

Fred. Leave your suspicion ; 

- For, as I live, there’s no such thing. 

Land. Mine honour I 
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An ’twere not for mine honour- 

i^rerf. Come, your honour. 

Your house, and you too, if you dare believe me. 
Are well enough. Sleek up yourself, leave crying. 
For I must have you entertain this lady 
With all civility, (she weU deserves it) 

Together with all secresy : I dare trust you. 

For I have found you faithful. When you knowher. 
You will find your own fault : No more words, but 
do it. 

Land. You know you majr command me. 

jEnter Don John. 

John. Worshipful lady. 

How does thy velvet scabbard ? By this hand. 
Thou look’st most amiably ! Now could I willingly, 
(An ’twere not for abusing thy Geneva print there) 
Venture my body with thee. 

Land. You’ll leave this ropery' 

When you come to my years. 

John. By this light, 

Thou art not above fifteen yet I a mere girl j 
Thou hast not half thy teeth : Come — — 

Fred. Pr’ythee, John, 

Let her alone ; she has been vex’d abeady ; 

She’ll grow stark mad, man. 

John. I would see her mad j 

An old mad woman 

Fred. Pr’ythee be patient. 

^ Rcfery."] The editors of the second folio change this to ro- 
guery, and are of course followed by all the modern editors. But 
they were ignorant that the word in the text was anciently used, 
in the same sense. In Romeo and Juliet, the nurse says to the 
former — “ I pray you, sir, what saucy merchant was this, that 
was so full of his ropery — See a note of Mr Malone on the 
Taming of the Shrew, (Shakspeare, 1803, v61 IX. p. 60.) 
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John. Is like a miller’s mare, troubled with tooth, 
ach ; 

She’ll make the rarest faces ! 

Fred. Go, and do it. 

And do not mind this feOow. 

Land. Well, Don John, 

There will be time^ again, when, “ Oh, good mo- 
ther. 

What’s good for a camosity in the bladder ? 

Oh, the green water, mother !” 

John. Doting take you ! 

Do you remember that ? 

Fred. She has paid you now, sir. 

Land, “ Clary, sweet mother ! clary 

Fred. Are you satisfied ? 

Land. “ I’ll never whore again ; never give pet- 
ticoats 

And waistcoats at five pound a-piece 1 = Good mo- 
ther ! 

Quickly, mother !” Now mock on, son. 

John. A devil grind your old chaps ! 

[ExU Landlady, 

Fred. By this hand, wench. 

I’ll give thee a. new hood for this. — 

Has she met with your lordship ? 

John. Touchwood rake her ! 

She’s a rare ghostly mother. 

* Clary.'Y This herb was probably used medicinally in the time 
of our author. 

^ And tuaistcoats at Jive pound a^piece*'] The costliness of these 
articles of dress, which were chiefly appropriated to ladies of 
pleasure, has been noticed before. See the Woman^s Prize, voL 
V.p.295. 

^ Touchwood rake Aer.] The second folio, which is as usual 
followed by the modern editors, changes this without necessity to 
^Touchwood jfafe her. 
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Enter Anthony, 

Anth. Below attends you 
The gentleman’s man, sir, that was with you. 

J(^n. Well, sir. [^Eait Anthony. 

My time is come then ; yet, if my project hold, 
You shall not stay behind : I’ll rather trust 
A cat with sweet milk^, Frederic. 

Enter Constantia, 

By her face, 

I feel her fears are working. 

Con, Is there no way, 

(I do beseech you think yet) to divert 
This certain danger ? 

Fred. ’Tis impossible j 
Their honours are engaged. 

Con. Then there must be murder. 

Which, gentlemen, I shall no sooner hear of. 

Than make one in’t. You may, if you please, sir. 
Make all go less yet. ^ 

John. Lady, were ’t mine own cause, 

I could dispense; but, loaden with my friend’s trust, 
I must go on ; though general massacres 
As much I fear— — 

Con. [To Frederic.] Do you hear, sir ? For Hea* 
yen’s pity. 

Let me request one love of you ! 

Fred. Yes; any tiling. 

Con. This gentleman I find too resolute. 

Too hot and fiery for the cause : As ever 

s — You may, if you please, sir. 

Make all go less yeU} It has been already observed that tliis 
phrase is taken from gaming. The meaning is, You may cause 
the affair to end in less than murder* 
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You did a virtuous deed, for honour’s sake. 

Go with him, and allay him : Your fair temper, 
And noble disposition, like wished showers. 

May quench those eating fires, that would spoil all 
else. 

I see in him destruction. 

Tree?. I will do it ; 

And ’tis a wise consideration. 

To me a bounteous favour — Hark ye, John ; 

I will go with you. 

John. No. 

Fred. Indeed I will j 
You go upon a hazard ; No denial ; 

Por, as I live. I’ll go. 

John. Then make you ready, 

Por I am straight o’ horse-back- 
Fred. My sword on, 

I am as ready as you. — What my best labour. 
With all the art 1 have, can wox-k upon ’em, 

Be sure of, and expect fair end. Ine old gentle- 
woman 

Shall wait upon you ; she is both grave and private. 
And you may trust her in all points— 

Con. You are noble. , . 
pred. And so I kiss your hand.® 

John. That seal for me too ; 

And I hope happy issue, lady. 

Con. All Heaven’s care upon ye,and my prayers ! 
John. So, now my mind’s at rest. 

Fred. Away; ’tis late, John. [Exeunt. 

^ Qon,,You are noble ; 

And so X hiss your limid.'l The latter part of this certainly 
belongs to Frederic, ^Tis the usual compliment from a gentle- 
paan to a lady, but not from a lady to a gentleman ; and John con- 
firms ithy desiring the same favour. ^ Sewrd. 
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SCENE 11. 


A Roam in the Home of Antonio. 


Enter At^Tomo, Surgeon, and iteo Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Come, sii’jbe hearty; all the worst is past, 
Ant. (jrive me some wine. 

iSwr. ’Tis death, sir. 

Ant. ’Tis a horse, sir ! 

’Sblood, to be dress’d to the tune of ale only ! 
Nothing but saiices to my sores ! 

2 Gefit. Fy, Antonio ; 

You must be govern’d. 

Ant. He has given me a damned glyster. 

Only of sand and snow-water, gentlemen. 

Has almost scower’d my guts out. 

Sur. I h£?t^e given you th£|,t, sir. 

Is fittest for your state. 

Ant. And here he feeds me 
With rotten ends of rooks, and drowned chickens, 
Stew’d pericra,hiums, and piarmaters ; 

And when I go to bed (by Heaven, ’tis true, gen- 
tlemen) 

He rolls me up in lints, with labels at ’em. 

That I am just the man F th’ almanack. 

My head and face js Aties’ place I ’’ 

^ In head and Jace^} Fomer editions. Beiaard. ^ ^ 

From the disagreeable jingle, and the little meaning of the 
text, even when amended, I should be inclined to suspect a motf 
important corruption, perhaps the loss of a whole line* * 

^ I®; ’IT 
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Su 7 \ Will’t please you, sir. 

To let your friends see you open’d ? 

Ant. Will’t please you, sir. 

To let me have a wench ? I feel my body 
Open enough for that yet. 

Sur. How ! a wench ? 

Ant, Why, look ye, gentlemen ! thus I am used 
still 5 # 

I can get nothing that I want. 

1 Gent. Leave these things. 

And let him open you. 

Ant. Do you hear, surgeon ? 

Send for the music ; let me have some pleasure 
To entertain my friends, (besides your sallads, ® 
Your green salves, and your searches,) ® and some 
wine too, • 

That I may only smell to it ; or by this light. 

I’ll die upon thy hand, and spoil thy custom i 

1 Gent. Let him have music. [Music. 

Enter Rowland mth Wine and Musicians. 

’Tis in the house, and ready, 

• Your saHads.] What Antonio meant by satlads is explained 
by a passage in the third act of Monsieur Thomas, whore the phy- 
sician attending Francis says — 

“ Bring in the lettice-cap. You must be shaved, sir. 

And then how suddenly we’ll make you sleep !” Mason. 

In the Treasuri of Helth, Lond. n. d. b. I. the following receipt 
occurs— “ A redishe stampt and bound to the brayne will heal 
one of the fallynge sycknes by and by.” 

** Your green salves, and pour searches.] Sympson and Seward 
would read— seardoths, and Mason more learnedly and as need- 
lessly, searces, a kind of sieves used for medicinal purposes. The 
i® dght, and may either mean probes or searching plaisters, 
probably the latter, as Antonio after th.e song exclaims— “ And 
aow advance your plaisters.” 
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If he will ask no niore.' But wine— — 

2 Gent. He shall not drink it. 

Sur. Will these things please you ? 

Ant. Yes ; and let ’em sing 
John Dome. 

2 Gent. ’Tis too long. 

Ant. I’ll have John Dome ! 

For to that warlike tune I will be open’d. 

Give me some drink. — Haveyoustopt the leaks tvell, 
surgeon ? 

All will run out else. 

Sur. Fear not. 

.(if Sit down, gentlemen : 

And now, advance your plaisters. 

{Song of John Dorrie.* 


^ If he <will aslc no more but Former editions. Se'ward. 

How would Seward and the last editors have defended them- 
selves from gross carelessness, had they been informed, after pub- 
lishing their editions, that the first folio exhibits the line thus— 

If he will ask no more : but wine— 

* This song'was so popular in the seventeenth century, that a 
reference to it was sufficient in the folios. As it has not r^ 
its popularity till the present time, it seems necessary to subjoin 
it. It is given with the mu’sic in Hawkins’s History of Music, 
and Ritson’s Ancient Songs, from Deuteromelia : or the Se- 
cond Part of Musick’s Melodic, or Melodious Musicke. Of plea- 
sant Roundelaies; E. H. [King Henryks] Mirth or Freemens 
Songs, and such delightful Catches. Lond. 1609.” 4?to. It is there 
ranked among the Freemens Songs of 3 voices.” 

As it fell on a holy day, . 

And upon an holy tide-a, 

John Dory bought him an ambling nag, 

To Paris for to ride-a. 

And when John Dory to Paris was come, 

A little before the gate-a, 

John Dory was fitted, the porter was witted, 

To let him in thereat-a* ; > 
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Give ’em ten shillings, friends. — How do you find 
me ? \_B^cunt Rowlanp and Miaskiam. 
What symptoms do you see now ? 

Swr. None, sir, dangerous. 

But, if you will be ruled—— 

Ant What time ? 

The first maa that John Dory did mciv 
Was good King John of France-a ; 

John Dory could well of his courtesies 
But fell down in a trance-a, 

‘ A pardon, a pardon, my liege and my Mng^ 

For my mery men and for me-a ; 

And all the churles in merie England, 

He bring them all bound to tliee-a. 

■ And. Mcholl was then a Cornish mail, ; 

A little beside Bohide-a ; 

And he mande forth a good blacke barke, 

■ • With fiftie good oares on a side-a. 

Ilun up, my hoy, unto the raaine top, 

■ And lookewmit thou canst S|>ie4i» 

Who ho I who ho ! a goodly ship I do see. 

I trow it be John Dory-a. 

They hoist their saiies, both to|>^and top. 

The meisseine and all tridc^g^ 

■■ And eyery^ms^n stood to |m lot, 

Whatever ^ould betidc-a* 

Tbe roaring cannons then were plide, 

And dub a dub went the drumme*a : 

The braying trumpets lowd they cride. 

To courage both all and some-a. 

The grapling hooks were brought at lengtli^ 

The browne bilFand the sw6fd-a : 

John Dory ht' length, for all his strength. 

Was clapt fast under board-a. 

In Carew^s Survey of Cornwall, Lond. 1602, 4to,, he observe^, 
that « the prowesse of one Nicholas, sonne te a widow, near Foy, 
is deskanted upon in an old three«man^s song, namely, how he 
fought bravely at sea with John Dory, (a Geiio\yey, as I coniee* 
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Sur. I can cure you 

In forty days, so you will not transgress me. 

Ant. I have a dog shall lick me whole in twenty. 
In how long canst thou kill me ? 

Sur. Presently. 

Ant. Do it ; there’s more delight in’t. 

1 Gent. You must haVe patience. 

Ant. Man, I must have business ! this foolish 
fellow 

Hinders himself; I have a dozen rascals 
To hurt within these five days. Good man-mender, 
Stop me up with some parsley^ like stuff’d beef. 

And let me walk abroad 

Awr. You shall walk shortly. 

Ant. For I must find Petruccio. 

2 Gent. Time enough. 

1 Gent. Come, lead him in, and let him sleep.' 

Within these three days 
We’ll beg you leave to play. 

2 Gent. And then how things fall, 

We’ll certainly inform you. 

Ant. But, surgeon, promise me 
I shall drink wine then too. 

Sur. A little temper’d. 

Ant. Nay, I’ll no tempering, surgeon’. 

Sur. Well, as’t please you, 
iSo you exceed not. 

Ant. Farewell ! And if ye find ’ 

The mad slave that thus slash’d me, commend me 
tohim. 

And bid him keep Ms sldn close. 

1 Gent. Take your rest; sir.- \_Exeu7it. 

iure,)- set forth by John the French king, (and after ranch bloud- 
shed on both sides) tooke and slew him, in revenge of the great 
ranine and cruekie which he had fore committed upon the Eng-, 
lishmens goods and bodies.” The franily of Doria was one of the- 
most powerful in Genoa. . , , ’ 
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SCENE in. 


A Rom in the Landlady's House, 

' Enter Constantia mid Landlady. 

Con. I have told you all I can, and more than 
yet 

Those gentlemen know of me ; ever trusting 
Your counsel and concealment : For to me 
You seem h, worthy woman ; one of those 
Are seldom found in our sex, wise and virtuous. 
Direct me, I beseech you. 

Land. You say well, lady ; 

And hold you to that point-, for, in these businesses, 
A woman’s counsel, that conceives the matter, 

(Do you mark me ? that conceives the matter, lady) 

Is worth ten men’s engagements : She knows some- - 
thing,* 

And out of that can work like wax ; when^ men 
Are giddy-headed, either oUt of wine. 

Or a more drunkenness, vain ostentation, 
Discovering all ; there is no more keep in ’em 
Than hold up an eel’s tail ; nay, ’tis held fashion ^ 
To defame now all they can. 

' Con. Ay, but these gentlemen-—— 

Land. Do not you trust to that ; these gentlemen 
Are as all gentlemen of the same barrel ; 

Ay, and the self-same pickle too. Be it granted, 
^Thuy hfiye used you with respect and fair behaviour, 

^ When.2 U e. When as, whereas* 

- , 
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Yet since vou came ; ^ do yon know what must fol- 
low? 

They are Spaniards, lady, jennets of high mettle. 
Things that will thresh the devil or his dam. 

Let ’em appear but cloven — 

^ Co?2. Now Heaven bless me ! 

Zawd. Mad colts will court the wind 5^ I know 
’em, lady. 

To the least hair they have ; and I tell you. 

Old as I am, let but the pint-pot bless ’em. 
They’ll offer to my years- — i- 
Con. How ! 

Land. Such rude gambol s— - ' 

Con. To you ? 

Land. Ay, and so handle me, that oft I am forced 
To fight of all four for my safety. There’s the 
younger, 

Don John, the arrant’st Jack in all this city : 

The other time has blasted, yet he’ll stoop, 

If not o’erflown, and freely, on the quarry 
He has been a dragon in his days. But Tarmont,’ 
Don Jenkin is the devil himself, the Dog-days, 
The most incomprehensible whoremaster,' 

Twenty a-night is nothing; beggars, broom- women. 
And those so miserable they look like famine, 

* Yti since ym came.'^ i. e. As yet, till now. The second fo- 
lio, and all the subsequent copies xeaA—Ere since you came. 

f They are Spaniards, lady, jennete of high mettle, — — • 

Mad colts mil court the wind.] Tliis is another allusion to 
the romantic fable of the Spanish mares conceiving by^the wind. 
See vol. 11. p. 4'92, and vol. V. p. 31 1»- 

6 heHl stoop. 

If not o’erflown, and fredy on the quarry.] These phrases 
are from falconry, and have been already explained in former 
notes. 

’’ Bui Tarmont.] A corruption- of Tennag-oMt perhaps pur- 
posely put in the mouth of the ignprant landlady. 
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Are all sweet ladies in Iiis drink. 

Con. He’s a handsome gentleman ; 

’Pity he should be master of such follies. 

hand. He’s ne’er without a noise of syringes 
In’s pocket, (those proclaim him) bir(ling-])ills,'‘* 
Waters to cool his conscience, in small viols, 

With thousand such suificientcmblcms; Thctruth is, 
Whose chastity he chops upon he cares nf)f ; 

He flies at all. Bastards, upon my conscience, 

He has now in making multitudes ; the last night 
He brought home one ; I pit}' her that bore it 1 
(But we are all weak vessels) some rich woman 
(For wise I dare not call her) was the mother. 

For it was hung with jewels ; the bearing-cloth* 

No less than crimson velvet. • 

Con. How! . 
hand. ’Tis true, lady. 

Con. Was it a boy too ? 
hand. A brave boy ; deliberation 
And judgment skew’d in’s getting j as. I’ll say for 
him, 

He’s as well paced for that sport*—---* 

Con. May I see it ? 

. For there's a B,eighbour of a gentlewoman ^ „ 
Has had a late mischance, which willingly 

s Birding-j3z7Z,s.] Mr Seward, not finding in “ any 

dictionary or glossary,” treats the reading as corrupt, and sub- 
stitutes We have no doubt that Mrdmg-];>Uk is ge- 

' nume j Wenches are to- this day spoken of aa gmm ; and to "go 
a-birding is used in- other parts of old writers for tvenchw^^ allu- 
ding tojotding, — Ed, 1778, 

^ Some kind of lure was probably so denominated in ancient 
times, 

^ The b€aring->ctoth.J ThiSf as Dr Percy observes, is the fine 
mantle or cloth with wliich a child is usually covered, when it is 
earned to the church to be baptissed.” 
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I would know further of : now, if you please 
To he so courteous to me — ^ 

Land. You shall see it. 

But what do you think of these men now you fcnou’' - 
’em. 

And of the cause I told you of? Be wise. 

You may repent too late else ; I but tell you 
For your own good, and as you’ll find it, lady. 

Co^z. I am advised.- 

Land. No more words then ; do that, 

And instantly, I told you of ; be ready.— 

Don John, I’ll fit you for your frumps ! {^Aside. 

I shall be : 

But shall I see this child ? 

Land.' Vithin this half-hour.- 
Let’s in, and there think better ; she that’s wise,’ 
Leaps at occasion first j the rest pay for it.- [Exeunt- 


S'C'ENE IV. 

The Country. • 

Enter Petruccio, Don John, Frederic, and Eer- 

mnt. 

Johi. Sir, he is worth your knowledge, and a 
gentleman ' 

(If I that so much love him may commend him)- 

^ — , — she thufs mse. 

Leaps at occasion first ; the restp2iyjbr Mr Seward thus 
explains this passage ; “ The wise seize the first occasion ; the rest^ 
xvho do not so^ pay or suffer for it but we think it may mean 
more literally, purchase it at great expense^ which at first came- 
cheap.— Ed. 177S. 
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; , Of free and virtuous parts ; and one, if foul play 

; Should fall upon us (for which fear I brought him) 

' ^ ! WiU not fly back for fillips. 

!, i jPe^r. Ye much honour me, 

' I : And once more I pronounce ye both minc- 

Fred. Stay; 

Wliat troop is that below i’ th’ valley there ? 

John. Hawking, I take it. 

Petr. They ai'e so : ’Tis the duke ; ’tis even he, 

! 1 gentlemen. — 

Sirrah, draw' back the horses till w'e call you. — ■ 

£Ea'it Senwii. 

' I know him by his company. 

Fred. I think too 

: , / He bends up this way. . 

! Petr. So he does. 

Joh7i. Stand you still 

' Within that covert till I call. You, Frederic, 

By no 'means be not seen, unless they oiler 
; To bring on odds upon us. He comes forward ; 

y , Here will I wait him fairly. To your cabins ! 

Petr. I need no more instruct you ? 
j , Joh?i. Fear me not ; 

• rU give it him, and boldly. 

\^Exeunt Petruchio and Frederic. 

Enter Duke and his Gentlemen. 

Feed the hawks up ; 

We’ll fly no more to-day. — Oh, my blest fortune ! 
Have I so fairly met the man — — 

John. Yfou have, sir ; 

And him you know by this. {^Points to his bonnet. 

Duke. Sir, all the honour 
And love 

Johm I do beseech your grace stay there ; 

(For I know you too now) that love and honour 


‘IS 
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I come not to receive nor can you give it. 

Till you appear fair to the world. I must beseech 
you. 

Dismiss your train a little. 

Duke. Walk aside, ' 

And out of hearing, I command ye. [^Exeunt Gen- 
ffejwejz.]— Now, sir ! 

John. Last time we met, I was a friend. 

Duke. And nobly 

You did a friend’s office ; Let your business 
Be what it may, you must be still—— 

John. Your pardon ; 

Never a friend to him, cannot be friend 
•To his own honour. . 

Duke. In what have I transgress’d it? 

You make a bold breach at the first, sir. 

John. Bolder, 

You made that breach that let in infamy. 

And ruin, to surprise a noble stock. 

Duke^ Be plain, sir. 

John. I will, and short : You have wrong’d a gen- 
tleman 

Little behind yourself, beyond all justice. 

Beyond [the] mediation of all friends. 

Duke. The man, and manner of wrong ? 

JbAw. Petruccio ; 

The wrong, you have whored his sister. 

Duke. What’s his will in’t ? 

John. His will is to oppose you like a gentleman. 
And, single, to decide all. 

Duke. Now stay you, sir. 

And hear me with the like belief : This gentleman 
His sister that you named, ’tis frue I have long 
loved; 

^ This gentleman 

His sister^ that you named,’} That h, the geutlemaa^s sister 
that you named, 3fason, 
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(Nor was that love lascivious, as he makes it) 

As true, I have enjoy’d her ; no less truth, 

I have a child by her : But that she, or he, 

Or any of^jiat family are tainted. 

Suffer disgrace, or ruin, by my pleasures, 

I wear a sword to satisfy the world w, ‘ • 

And him in this cause when he please ; for know, 
sir^ ■ ' 

She is my wife, cbntracted before Heaven, 
(Witness I owe more tie to, than her brother ;) 

Nor will I fly from that name, which long since 
Had had the church’s approbation. 

Blit for his jealous danger.^ 

John. Sir, your pardon ; 

And all that was my anger, now my service, 
jbwfe. Fair sir,- I knew I should convert you. 
Had we 

But that rough man here now too — — - 

And you shall, sir. — - 
Whoa, hoa, hooi 

Duke.- 1 hope you have laid no ambush ? 

Enter Petruccio.’ > 

John. Qnly friends.- 

jbuke. My noble brother ? Welcome ! 

Gome, put your anger ofi’j we’ll have no fighting,' 

3 Bid for his jealous danger.] i. e.- For the danger arising from 
Ills jealousy : But from what the Duke says to Petruccio belowj,' 
anger seems, both to Mr Sympson and me to be most"'probably 
the true- word. Setmrdo 

Seward's explanation is right, and Ms variation wrong, for the 
anger of his jealousy would soon have been conciliated by the de- 
claration of the legality of the duke's affections ; but it was ne- 
cessary to guard against the dangerous effects which Petruccio's 
anger likely to produce. Besides the occurrence of the 
word anger in Don John's next speech renders the variation 
very tautologicah 
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Unless you will maintain I am unworthy 
To bear that name. 

Fetr. Do you speak this heartily ? 

Duke. Upon my soul, and truly : The first priest 
Shall put you out of these doubts. 

Petr. Now 1 love ye ; 

And I beseech you pardon my suspicions. 

You are now more than a brother, a brave friend 
too. 

John. The good man’s over-joyed. 

FnterFp.EDERic, 

Fred. How now ? how goes it ? 

John. Why, the man has his mare again, and all’s 
well, Frederic ; 

The duke professes freely he?s her husband. 

Fred. ’Tis a good hearing. 

John. Yes, for modest gentlemen. 

I must present you. — May it please your grace. 
To number this brave gentleman, my friend. 

And noble Icinsman, amongst those your servants. 
Duke. Oh, my brave friend ! you shower your 
bounties on me ! 

Ampngst my best thoughts, signor ; in which num- 

' ■' her . , • 

You being worthily disposed already. 

May place your friend to honour me. 

Fred. My love, sir, 

And where your grace dares trust me, all my service. 
Petr. Why, this is wond’rous happy. But now, 
brother. 

Now comes the bitter to our sweet : Cpnstantia 

Duke. Why, what of her ? 

Petr. Nor what, nor where, do I know. 

Wing’d with her fears, last night, beyond my know- 
ledge. 
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• She quit my house j but whither-— 
jFVeJ. Let not that- 

Duke. No more, good sir ; I have heard too much. 
Nay, sink not j 
She cannot be so lost. 

John. Nor shall not, gentlemen ; 

Be free again ; the lady’s found ! — That smile, sir. 
Shews you distrust your servant. 

Duke. I do beseech you- 

John. You shall believe me : By my soul, she’s 
safe — 

Duke. Heaven knows, I would believe, sir. 

Fred. You may safely. 

John. And under noble usage : This fair gen- 
tleman 

Met her in all her doubts last night, and to his guard 
(Herfearsbeingstronguponher)shegaveherperson, 
Who waited on her to our lodging; where all respect, 
Civil and honest service, now attend her. 

You may believe now, 

Duke. Yes, I do, and strongly. 

Well, my good friends, or rather my good angels, 
(For ye have both preserved me) when these virtues 
Die in your friend’s remembrance— — 

John. Good^^our grace 

Lose no more time in compliment; ’tis too precious : 

I know it by myself, there can be no hell 
To his that hangs upon his hopes;- especially 
In way of lustly pleasures. 

Petr. He has hit it. 

Fred. To horse again then ; for this night I’U 
crown 

With all the joys ye wish for. 

Petr. Happy gentlemen I 



[Exeunt, 
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Enter -Feancisco. 

Fran. This is the maddest mischief ! Never fool 
Was so fubb’d off as I am ; made ridiculous, 

And to myself mine own ass ! Trust a woman ? 
I’ll trust the devil first ; for he dare be 
Better than’s word sometime. What faith have I 
broke? . 

In what obser\rance fail’d ? Let me consider ; 

For this is monstrous usage. 

Enter Don John and Feeheric. 

Fred. Let them talk ; • 

We’ll ride on fair and softly. — - 
Fran. Well, Constantia — — 

Fred. Constantia! — What’s this fellow ? Stay, by 
all means. 

Fran. You have spurn yourself a fair thread now. 
Fred. Stand still, John. 

Fran. What cause had you to fly ? What fear 
possess’d you ? 

Were you not safely lodged from ail suspicion? 
Used with all gentle means ? Did any know 
How you came thither, or what your sin was ? — 
Fred. John, 

I smell some juggling, John ! 

John. Yes, Frederic j 
I fear it wiU be found so. — 

Fran. So strangely, 

_ Without the counsel of your friends, so desperately 
To put all fi angers on you ! — 

Fred. ’Tis she. — 

Fran. So deceitfully, ■ 

After a stranger’s lure ! — 

John. Did you mark that, Frederic ?-^ . , 
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Fran. To make ye appear more monster, and 
the law 

More cruel to reward ye, to leave all, 

All that should be your safeguard, to seek evils ! 
Was this your wisdom ? this your promise f Well, 

He that incited you 

jFVed Mark that too ! 

JoJm. Yes, sir ! 

Fran. Had better have plough’d further off. Now, 
lady, 

What will your last friend, he that should preserve 
you, 

And hold yotir credit up, the brave Antonio, 
Think of this slip ? He’ll to Petruchio, 

And ball for open justice.?— 

John. ’Tis she, Frederic. 

Fred. But what that he is, John ? — 

Fran. I do not doubt yet 
To bolt you out ; for I know certainly 
You are about the town still.— Ha ! no morewmrds. 


Fred. Well! 

John. Very well ! 

Fred. Discreetly— 

John. Finely carried! 

Fred. You have no more of these tricks ? 

John. Ten to one, sir, ^ 

I shall meet with ’em, if you have. 

Fy'ed. Is this honest ? 

John. Was it in you a friend’s part to deal double ? 
I am no ass, Don Frederic ! 

Fred. And, Don John, 

It shall appear I am no fOol I Disgrace me. 

To make yourself a letcher ? ’Tis boyish, ’tis base. 
John. ’Tis false, and most unmanly to upbraid 
me ; - ‘ 

Nor will I be yoiir bolster, sir. 
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Fred. Thou wanton boy, thou hadst better have 
been eunuch. 

Thou comnaon woman’s courtesy, than thus 
Lascivious, basely to have bent mine honour ! 

A friend ? I’ll make a horse my friend first. 

John. Holla, holla ! 

Ye kick too fast, sir ! What strange brains have you 
got. 

That dare crow out thus bravely 1 1 better been an 
eunuch ? 

I privy to this dog-trick? Clear yourself! 

(For I know where the wind sits) and most nobly. 

Or, as I have a life - — - ,,, 

Fred. No more. They are horses. * 

noise within like horses. 

Nor shew no discontent. To-morrow comes j 
Let’s quietly away : If she be at home, 

Our jealousies are put off. 

John. The fellow 1 

We have lost him in our spleens, like fools. 

Enter Duke and Petbtjccio. 

Duke. Come, gentlemen. 

Now set on roundly. Suppose ye have all mistresses, 
And mend your pace according. 

Petr. Then have at ye. {Exeunt 

♦.Jhey’re horses.l Tliat is, the noise proceeds from die horses. 
The modern editors read silently— horses. 
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ACT IV. SCENE t 


Bologm^-^A Room in the Lmidlady^s House. 


Entei' Duke, Petruccio, Frederic, and John. 

Petr. Now to Bologna, my most lionour’d bro- 
„.ther, . 

1 dare pronounce you a hearty and safe welcome ! 
Our lovCs shall how way-lay ye. — Welcome, gentle- 
men! 

John. The sameto you,brave sir. — Don Frederic, 
Will you step in, and give the lady notice 
Who comes to honour her ? 

Petr. Bid her be sudden ; 

(We come to see no curious wench) a night-gown 
Win serve the .turn ; Here’s one that knows her 
nearer. 

Frdd. I’ll tell her what you say, sir. [Exit, 
Duke, My dear brother. 

You are a merry gentleman. 

Petr. Now will the sport be, 

To observe her alterations ; hOw like wildfire 
She’ll leap into" your bosom ; then seeing me. 

Her conscience, and her fears creeping upon her. 
Dead as a fowl at souse, she’ll sink. 

Duke. Fair brother, 

I must entreat you 

Petr. I conceive your mind, sir ; 

I will not chide her : Yet, ten ducats, duke. 
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' ' ' '' ' , -i'-' 

She falls upon her knees ; ten more, she dare not— 
Duke. I must not have her frighted. 

Petr. Well, you shall not 1 
But, like a summer’s evening against heat, 

Mark how Til gild her cheeks. 

Feedeeic awd Petee. * 

John. How nOw ? 

Fred. You may, sir.®— —— 

Not to abuse your patienccj noble friends, 

Nor hold ye off with tedious circumstance — 

For ye must know — 

Petr. What? 

Duke. Where is she ? 

Fred. Gone, sir. 

Duke. How ! - 

Petr. What did yott say, sir ? 

Fred. Gone, by Heaven ; removed! 

The woman of the house too 

John. Well, Don Frederic ! 

Fred. Don John, it is not well ! but— — 

Pttr. Gone? 

Freds This fellow 
Can testify I lie not. 

Peters Some four hours after 
My master was departed with this gentleman, 

^ Fre;d, You may ^ sin 

Not to abuse your paimice^ <^^.3 I liave ventured to give tM 
three first words of Fredericks speech to the Duke i they are a 
proper answer to Petruccio^ but are not intelligible in Fredericks 
mouth, without considei-ing them as a broken sentence relating* 
to the mutual suspicion between John and him, and then perhaps 
too much would be left wanting. — Se'mard* ^ . 

We have no doubt that this last explanation of Seward’s, to 
which he himself seems to have attached no weight, is the tru^ 
me. We have tlierefore given the whole speech to Frederic.- 
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My fellow and myself being sent of business, 

(As we must think, of purpose) 

Petr. Hang these circumstances 
They appear like owls, to ill ends. 

John. Now could I eat 

The devil in his own broth, I am so tortoed . 




Gone ? 

PctT* OotlC ? 

Fred. Directly gone, fled, shifted ; 

What would you have me say ? 

Duke. Weil, gentlemra. 

Wrong not my good opinion. 

Fred. For your dukedom, 

I will not be a knave, sir. 

John. He that is, 

A rot run in his blood I 

Pe^r. But hark ye, gentlemen ; 

Are ye sure ye had her here ? did ye not dreate 
this ? 

John. Have you your nose, sir ? 

Petr. Yes, sir. 

John. Then we had her. , 

Petr. Since you’re so short, belieye your having 
■ her ' ;C 

Shall suffer more construction. 

/o/m. Let it suffer : 

But if I be not clear of all dishonour. 

Or practice*^ that may taint my reputation, 

And ignorant of where this woman is. 

Make me your city’s monster ! 

Duke. I believe you. 

John. I could lie with a witch now, to be re- 
venged 

Upon that rascal did this ! 

Pred. Only thus much 


Practice^ Dishonourable artifice. 
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I would desire your grace ; (for my mind gives me. 
Before night yet she is yours) stop all opinion. 
And let no anger out, till full cause call it j 
Then every man’s own work’s to justify him ! 

And this day let us give to search. My man here 
Tells me, by chance he saw out of a window 
(Which' place he has taken note of) such a face 
As our old landlady’s, he believes the same too, 
And by her hood assures it : Let’s first thither ; 
For, she being found, ail’s ended. 

Duke. Come, for Heaven’s sake !— - 
And, Fortune, an thou be’st riot ever turning, 

If there be one firm step in all thy reelings. 

Now settle it, and save my hopes.— -Away, friends. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IL 


A Room m Antonio’s Home, 


Enter Antonio and his Servant, 

Ant. With all my jewels ? 

Serv. All, sir. 

Ant. And that money , 

I left i’ th’ trunk ? 

Serv. The trunk broke, and that gone toot. 

Ant. Francisco of the plot ? 

Serv. Gone with the wench too. 

Ant. The mighty pox go with ’em ! Belike they 
. thought 

I was no man of this world, and those trifles 
Would but disturb my conscience,. - 
Serv. Sure they thought, sir, 
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You would not live to persecute ’em. 

Ant. Whore and fidler ? 

Why, what a consort’ have they made ! Hen and 
baeon ? 

Well, my sweet mistress ! well, good madam Mar- 
tail ! 

You that have hung about my neck, and lick’d me, 
I’ll try how handsomely your ladyship 
Can hang upon a gallows j there’syour master-piece. 
—But, hark ye, sirrah ; no imagination 
Of where they should be ? ® 

None, sir ; yet we have search’d 
All places we suspected, I believe, sir. 

They have taken towards the ports. 

Ant. Get me a conjurer. 

One that can raise a' water-devil : I’B port ’em ! 
Tlay at duck and drake with my money? Take heed, 
fiddler ! - 

I’ll dance ye, by this hand ; your fiddle-stick 
I’ll grease of a new fashion, for presuming 
Tomeddle tvithmy de-gambos! ® Get me a conjurer; 
Inquire me out a man that lets out devils. 

None but my C clitfe' serve your turn ? 

^ ConsortJ] This is one of the continual quibbles which occur 
in old writings, between concert and consort^ which were anciently 
spelt with the same letters, 

s In the first folio there is here a direction for the prompter to 
see that the Bawd is ready for the next scene, in these words— 
Bawd abo^e. This proves that the copy froni which the play was 
printed was the prompter’s book. It seems also to imply, that 
there was no change of scene, and thus supports Mr Malone’s 
supposition, that no moveable scenes were used at the time* 

^ ^ To meddle with my degamboys.] Viol de gambo is often men- 
tioned in the old writers as a musical instrument, played on at 
the time. Reed. — It Was' prcbabljr the same as our violoncello. 

"" C. Cliffe*] A musical term. Cl^c is a key^ fxomcl^i French* 
Beedr , 
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Serv. I know not 

Ant. In eveiy street, Tom Fool ! Any blear-eyed 
people, * 

With red heads, and flat noses, can perform it ; 
Thou shalt know ’em by their half-gowns and no 
breeches.-— 

Mount my mare, fiddler ? Ha, boy ! up at first dash ? 
Sit sure 5 I’ll clap a nettle, and a smart one. 

Shall make your filly firk, I will, fine fiddler 5 
I’ll put you to your plunge, boy ! — Sirrah, meet me 
Some two hours hence at home ; in the mean time. 
Find out a conjurer, and loiow Iris price. 

How he will let his devils by the day out. 

I’U have ’em, an they be above ground i [JEdnt. 
Serv, Now bless me. 

What a mad man is this ! I must do something 
To please his humour : Such a man I’ll ask for. 
And tell him where he is ; but to come near him, 
Or have any thing to do with his don devils, 

I thank my fear, I dare not, nor I will not. 


■ ' ;S^C:EN^#^iliiS|||fc 


A Street. 

Enter Duke, Petruccio, Freberic, John, and Pe- 
ter, from the other side a Servant mth battles en-. 
ters into a house, 

Fred. Whither wilt thou lead us ? - 

Feter. ’Tis hard by, sir. 

And tOT to one this wine goes -thither. 

Duke. Forward. 

Petr. Are th^ gi-own so merry ? 
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Duke. ’Tis most likely. 

She has heard of this good fortune, and determines 
To wash her sorrows ofo 
Feier. ’Tis so ; that house, sir. 

Is it : Out of that window certainly 
I saw my old mistress’s foce. 

Fetr. They are merry, indeed. \Muslc mthin. 
Hark ; I hear music too. 

Duke. Excellent music. 

John. ’Would I were even among ’em, and alone 
now! 


A pallet for the purpose in a corner. 

And good rich wine within me j what gay sport 
Could I make in an hour now ! 

Hark ; a voice too j Vs, , 

Let’s not stir yet by any means.'* ’ . % 

v^: ^ ^ 

WeJcoine, s'weet Liberty^ and CarefarmeU : 

I am mine omt! 

She is twice damn'd that lives in Hell, 

When Heaven is shevm. 

Budding beauty, bloomm-g years, ^ 

Were madefw fhamre. Farewell Jears ; 
For now I am myself, mine own command. 
My fortune always in my hand. * 

John. Was this her own voieaJf- 
JDziAre. Yes, sure. ■ 

Fred. ’Tis a rare one. 


* JELarlc^ a mice ioo f ' 

Jucfs^ not stir^ &c.] Till this edition, the song was inserted 
before this speech. — Ed. 177S- 
The song is not in the first folio. 
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Bawd appears at the window, 

Duke. The song confirms her here too ; for, if 
ye mark it. 

It spake of liberty, and free enjoying 
The happy end of pleasure. 

Peter. Look you there, sir : 

Do you know that head ? 

Fred. *Tis my good landlady. 

I find fear has done all this. 

John. She, I swear; 

And now do I know, by the hanging of her hood. 
She is parcel drunk. ^ -*ShaU we go in ^ 

Not yet, sir. 

Petr. No ; let ’em take their pleasure. 

Duke. When ’tis highest, ]^Mudc. 

We’ll step in, and amaze ’em. Peace ; more music. 
John. This music murders me : What blood have 
I now! 

Fred. I should know that face. 

John. By this light, ’tis he, Frederic, 

That bred our first suspicions ; the same fellow. 

Fred. He that we overtook, and overheard too. 
Discoursing of Constantia. 

John. Still the same. 

[_Ewit Feancisco into the house. 

Now he slips in. 

Duke. What’s that? 

jRre</. She must be* here; sir : . ; - 

3 She is parcel drmkj That is, half-drimk^ a common mode 
of speech in those 
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This is the very fellow, I told your grace 
We found upon the way, and what his talk was. 

i Francisco at the mndoKi'. 

Petr. Why, sure I kdow this fellow : Yes, ’tis he ; 
Francisco, Antonio’s boy, a rare musician ; 

He taught my sister- on the lute, and is ever 
(She loves his voice so well) about her. Certain, 
Without all doubt, she is here : It must be so. 
Jb/»z. Here ? that’s no question: What should 
our hen o’ th’ game else 
Do here without her ? If she be not here 
(I am so confident) let your grace believe 
We two are arrant rascds, and have abused you. 
Fred. I say so too:. 

John. Why, there’s the hood again now ; 

Tlie card that guides us ; I know the fabric of it. 
And know the old lyee of that saddle yet j ’twas 
maide of ‘ 

A hunting-hood 5 observe it. 

^ The guard that guides ws.] In either sense of the worik guards 
as a >match or sentinek or as a fringe^ or hem of a garment, the 
word is intelligible in this place; but sure it is not a verjr*nat«il 
expression, and I have therefore ventured to discard it, to make 
room for what I think a very happy conjecture of Mr Sympspn^s, 
cardy i* e. the chart* or mariner^s compass. — Setpctrd, 

Sympson’s conjecture is so ingenious, that there is every rea- 
son for retaining it. Mason says that his explanations are both 
wrong, for that card neither means a charty nor the mariner^s 
compass, but the paper on the compass on which the points of 
it are described,’^ But old writers used the word in a very vague 
manner. In the concluding speech of the first act, (p. So ) it 
is indisputably used for the magnet } and we can easily prove 
that it sometimes meant a sea-chart. In 1589, as .Mr Malone in- 
forms us, w'as published, h briefe Discourse of Mappes and 
Cardsy and their Uses.^^ And in, The Commonwealth and Go- 
vermnent of.Ycmae, 4to, I599#'^*''S^astian Munster in his' ciserffc 
of Venice,” , , ’ ' ’ 
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Duke. Who shall enter 
Metr. I’ll make one. 

John. I another. 

But so carry it, 

That ah her joys flow not together. 

JbAw. If we told her. 

Your grace would npne of her ? 

Duke. By no means, signor ; 

’Tyrould turn her wild, stark frantic. 

John. Or assured her 

Hw/re. Nothing of that stern nature.^ This ye 
may, sir. 

That the conditions of our fear yet stand 
Pn nice and dangerous knittings ; or that a little . 
I seem to doubt the child. 

John. ’Would I could draw her \^Aside. 

To hate your grace with these things ! 

Petr. Come, let’s enter.--- 
And now he sees me not, I’ll search her soundly. 
Duke. Now luck of all sides | 

{Exeunt Petkuccio and Jqhn into the house. 
Fred. Doubt it not. — More music ? {Music. 

Sure she has heard some comfort. 

Duke. Yes, stand still, sir. ® {A Song. 

Fred. This is the maddest song ! 

Duke. Applied for certain 
To some strange melancholy she is loaden with. 

{Clapping of a door. 

Fred. Now all the sport begins. Hark ! 

Duke. They are amongst ’em. 

The fears now, and the shakings ! {fPramplmg above. 

^ Nothing of that ? starve nature R] Correeted in tlie second 
folio. This is one of the instances which strongly support the idea, 
that the editors of 1679 had good authority for their variations<, 

^ Yes^ stand stilly There should another song bere^ 
which we suppose m now lost.-^Ed. 
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Fred, Our old lady 

(Hark how they run) is even now at this instant 
Heady to lose her head-piece by Don John, 

Or creeping through a cat-hole. 

Peir. ITVithin.'] Bring ’em down ; 

And you, sir, follow me. 

Duke. He’s angry with ’em, 

I must not suffer this. 

John. [JVithin.'} Bowl down the bawd there j 
Old Erra-mater. You, lady Lechery, 

For the good will I bear to th’ game, most tenderly 
Shall be led out, and lash’d. 

Enter Petruccio, John, second Constantia, drunk, 
and Ba’wd, mth Francisco, retires to the back 
the Stage. ■ ■ ■' ‘ 

Duke. Is this Constantia ? 

Why, gentlemen, what do you mean ? Is this she ? 
2 Const. I am Constantia, sir. 

Duke. A whore you are, sir ! 

2 Const. ’Tis very true ; I am a whore indeed, sir. 
Petr. She will not lie yet, though she steal. 

2 Con. A plain whore. 

If you please to employ me. 

Duke. And an impudent I 
2 Const. Plain-deahng now is impudence. 

One, if you will, sir, can-«hew you as much sport 
In one naif-hour, afd vi^ as much variety. 

As a far wiser woman can in half-a-year : 

For there my way lies.' 

Duke. Is she not drunk too ? ^ 

^ Const. A little gilded o’er, ^ sir. 

A little gilded o’er,'] The phrase of h^m^gUded is frequently 
used to signify being drunk. In the Tempest^ Alonzo says, 

“ And Trinculo is reding ripe ; where should they 
Find this grand liquor, tliat hath gilded them ?” Reed'. 


Scene IIL] THE CHANCES. m 

Old sack, old sack, boys ! 

Petr. This is saliant,* 

/o^n. A brave bold quean 1 
Dulce. Is this your certainty ? 

Do ye know the man ye wrong thus, gentlemen ? 

Is this the woman meant ? 

Fred. No. 

Duke. That your landlady ? 

John. I know not what to say. 

Duke. Am l a person 
To be your sport, gentlemen ? 

John. I do believe now certain 

I am a fcnave ! But ho^, or whe n- - 

Duke. What are you ? 

Petr. Bawd to this piece of pye-meat. 

Bawd. A poor gentlewoman. 

That lies in town about law-business, 

An’t like your worships. 

Petr. You shall have law, believe it. 

Bawd. I’ll shew your mastership my case^ 

I had rather see a custard. . : 

Bawd. My dead husband 
Left it even thus, sir. ’ 

John. Bless mine eyes from blasting ! 

I was never so frighted with a case. 

Bawd. And so, sir 

Petr. Enough ; put up, good velvet head 1* 
Duke. What are you two now, 

8 Salicmt.l There is oo occasion to put this word in ftaiics, as 
the. modem editors have done. It is an English word,used evas 
by Pope, and generally means, lea^ngy hounding ; being pro- 
bably derived from the heraldic tenh, saliant, which denotes a lion 
sporting himself. • - ■ ' 

® Vehet-head,']^ Velvet guards pr^goimd^ders were chiefly 
appropriate to citizens’ wives. Fftaw the Tlssktit would seem that 
velvet hood# were worn by q<Ki^*aii8S hr procuresses. 
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By your own free confessions ? 

Fred. What you shall think us ; 

Though to myself I am certain* and my life 
Shall make that good and perfect, or fall with it — 
/o/m; W'e are sure of nothing, Frederic, that’s 
the truth on’t : 

I do not think my name’s Don John, nor dare not 
Believe any thing that concerns me, but my debts. 
Nor those in way of payment. Things are so carried, 
What to entreat your grape, or how to tell you 
We are, or we are not, is past my cunning ; 

But I would fain imagine W'e are honest, 

And, o’ my conscience, I should fight in’t. 

Duke. Thus then ; 

For we may be all abused- — ^ ' ' 

Petr. ’Tis possible ; 

For how should this concern them ? 

Duke. Here let’s part. 

Until to-morrow this time ; we to our way ; 

To make this doubt out, and you to your way j 
Pawning our honours then to meet again : 

Wlien, if she be not found 

Fred. Wc stand engaged > 

To answer, any woHhy way we are call’d to. 

Duke. We ask no morej 
2 Comt. Ye have done with Us then ? 

Petr. No, dame. 

Duke/ But is her name Constantia ? 

Petr. Yes ; a movable 

Belonging to a friend of mine. — Come out, fiddler ; 
What say you to tliis lady ? Be not fearful. 

Frau. Saving the reverence of my master’s plca!- 
sure, 

I say, she is a whore, and that she has robb’d him. 
Hoping his hurts would kill him. 

2 Con. ‘Who provoked me ? 

Nay, sirrah Squeak, I’ll see your treble strings 
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Tied up too : If I hang, Til spoil your piping ; 
Your sweet face shall not save you. 

Petr. Thou damn’d impudence, 

And thou dried devil ! Where’s the officer? 

Pe/er. He’s here, sir. 

Enter Officer * 

Petr. Lodge these safe, till I send for ’em : 

Let none coine to ’em, nor no noise be heard 
Of where they are, or why . Away. 

\_Eait Offiker with Francisco, Bawd^ and 2i 
CoNsI'ANTIA, 

John. By this hand, \_Aside. 

A handsome whore ! Now will I be arrested. 

And brought home to this officer’s. A stout whore ; 
I love such stirring ware ! Pox o’ this business I 
A man must hunt out morsels for another. 

And Starve himself ! A quick-eyed whore ; that’s 
wildffire. 

And makes the blood dance through the veins like 
billows, 

I will reprieve this whore. 

Duke. Well, good luck with ye ! 

Ered. As much attend your grace. 

Petr. To-morrow, certain 

John. If we out-live this night, sir, 

Fred. Come, Don John, 

We have something now to do, 

John. I am sure I would have. 

Fred. If she be not found, we must fight. 

John. I am glad on’t ; „ , 

I have not fought a great while. 

John. There’s so much money sav^ in lechery. 

- ’ . . . ' ' \ffiveunL' 
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ACT V. SCENE 1. 


Another Street 


Enter Duke and Petruccio ; VEccHio«ifa Window 

above. 

Duke. It sliotild.be hereabouts. 

Fetr. Your grace is right j 
Tliis is the house, I know it. 

Vec. Grace ? ' lAsi4'6% 

Duke. ’Tis further, * ^ 

By the description we received. f 

Pe/r. Good my lord the duke, 

Believe me, for I know it certainly, 

Tliis is the very house. ^ 

Vec. My lord the duke ? 

Duke. Pray Heaven this man prove right now I 
Petr. Believe it, he’s a most sufficient scholar. 
And can do rare tricks this v^Y^Tor a figure. 

Or raising an appearance, whole Christendom 
Has not a better : I have heard strange wonders of 
him. 

Duke. But can he shew us where she is ? 

Petr. Most certain ; 

And for what cause too she departed. 

Duke. Knock then j 
Eor l am great with expectation, 

, Till this man satisfy me. I fear the Spaniards j 
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Yet they appear brave fellows : Can he tell us ? 
Petr. With a wet finger, whether they be false. 
Duke. Away then. 

Pe^r. Who’s within here ? 

jEwfer "Vecchio. ' 

Vec. Your grace may ente r — — 

Z)MA:e. How can he know me ? 

Petr. He knows all. 

Fee. And you, sir. {Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 


Another Street. 


, Enter Don John and Fbedbric. 

John. What do you call his name ? 

Fred. Why, Peter Vecchio. 

John. They say he can raise devils j can he make 
’em 

Teh truth too when he has raised ’em ? for, be- 
lieve it. 

These devils are the lying’st rascal s — — 

Fred. He. can compel ’em. 

John. With what? 

Can he tie squibs i’ their tahs, and fire the truth out? 
Or make ’em eat a bawling Puritan, 

Whose sanctified zeal shall rumble Hke an earth. 

W- ' 

Fred. With spells, man. 
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John. Ay, "with spoons as soon. Dost thou think 
The devil such an ass as people make h|m ? 

Such a poor coxcomb ? such a penny foot-post ? 
Compeird with cross and pile tP run of errands ? 
With Asteroth, and Behemoth, and Belfagor ? 
Why shouldheshake at sounds, thatlives in a smith’s 
forge ? 

Or, if he do 

Fred. Without all dpiibt he does, John. 

John. Why should not bilbo raise him, or a pair 
of bullions?’ 

They go as big as any ; or an unshod car. 

When he goes tumble, tumble, o’er the stones. 
Like Anacreon’s drunken verses, make him trem- 
ble?® 

These make as fell a noise.' Methinks the cholic. 

Well handled, and fed with small-beer 

Fred. ’Tis the virtue 

John. The virtue ? nay, an goodness fetch him 
up once. 

He has lost a friend of me ; the wise old gentleman 
Knows when, and how. I’ll lay this hand to two- 
pence. 

Let all the conjurers in C^istepdom, fu . ' 

With all their virtues, call 

And I but thiuk upcoi a mncli, and follow 

^ Bullions.] This word occurs in Beggat^* Bi^sh, and there 
appears to mean buttons^ (voL IL p* 194.) It seems here to sig** 
nify round halls or bullets., — Ed. 1 
Perhaps it is a cant corruption of ^^ullets. 

» Or an unshod car ^ 

When he goes tumble, fumble, stones. 

Like Anacreon^ q drunken *oers^, make us tremble ?] A suggesr 
pf Mason^s ha^ b^en adopted here, as the whole content 
pfdves^i^ propriety, Don John Eluding throughout to the deviFs 
being frighted and compelled .by the conjurations of Vecchio* 


99 


Scene III.] THE CHANGES, 

He shall be sooner mine than theirs : Where’s Virtue ? 
Fred. Thou art the most sufficient, ^ (I’ll say for 
thee) , 

Not to believe a thing — — - 
John. Oh, sir, slow credit 
Is the best child of knowledge. I’ll go with you 5 
And, if he can do any thing. I’ll think 
As you would have me. 

Fred. Let’s inquire along j 
For certain we are not far offi 

John. Nor much nearer. {Exmiit, 

SCENE III. 


A Roorn mVec(Am*s Hoitse, 

jEnfer Petbuccio, Vecchio, 

Fee. You lost her yester-night. 

Petr. How think you, sir ? 

Duke. Is your name, Vecchio ? 

Fee. Yes, sir. 

Duke. And you can shew me 
Tliese things you promise ? 

Fee. Your grace’s word bound to me, 

No hand of law shall seize me. 

Duke, As I live, sir 1 ‘ 

Petr. And as I live, thatcando something too, sir! 
Fee. I take your promises. Stay here a little, 
TiU I prepare some ceremonies, and I’}I Satisfy ye. 
The lady’s name’s Gonsfentia ? > ^ ■ 

® Sufficient .] We 
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Petr. Yes. 

Vec. I come straight. [Exit 

Duke. Sure he’s a learned man.*^ 

Petr. The most now living. 

Did your grace mark, when we told all these cir- 
cumstances, 

How ever and anon he bolted from us. 

To use his study’s help ? 

Duke. Now I think rather 
To talk with some familiar. 

Petr. Not unlikely 5 
For sure he has ’em subject. 

Duke. How could he else 
Tell when she wen^t, and who went with her ? 
Peft*. True. 

Duke. Or hit upon mine honour or assure me. 
The lady loved me dearly ? 

Enter Vecchio, in his magical Habiliments. 

Petr. ’Twas so. 

Vec. Now, 

I do beseech your grace, sit down ; an^jou, sir ; 
Nay, pray sit close, Hke brothers. v 

• Sure, he's a learned mcm.'l ■'^1^ ' ridiculous absurdity of be- 
lieving in conjurers and witches finely exposed both here and 
in Rollo ; yet it is but a few yfears since our whole legislature have 
freed themselves from the imputation pf this absurd belief, and it 
is to this day far from being ’iirorn out of the minds of the vulgar. 
^Seward. 

, It may, however, be observed, that at the time the Duke of 
Buckingham undertook to re-write the two last acts, the belief in 
magic was so far rooted out from the minds of the higher ranks, 
that he judged it expedient to omit the character of Vecchio al- 
together. Among the lower ranks a certain belief in conjura- 
tions will most probably obtain to the end of time. 

s Upon mine honour.] Meaning here, my rank and titk, — Ed. 
1778 . 
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Petr. A rare fellow ! 

Pec. And what ye see, stir not at, nor use a word. 
Until I ask you ; for what shall appear 
Is but weak apparition, and thin air. 

Not to be held, nor spoken to. \\KnockmgMithin. 
J}uke. We are counsell’d. 

Vec. What noise is that without there ? 
Fred.\_Within.'} We‘ must speak with him! 

Serv. [^Within.'} He*s busy, gentlemen. 

John. [_Within.\ That’s all one, friend j 
We must and will speak with him. 

Duke. Let ’em in, sir : 

We know their tongues and business j ’tis our own. 
And in this very cause that we now come for. 
They also come to be instructed. 

Vec. Let ’em in then. — 

Enter Frederic, John, and Servant* 

Sit down ; I know your meaning. . / 

Fred. The duke before us ? , 

Now we shall sure know something. 

, Fee. Not a question ; 

But make your eyes your tongues. 

John. This is a strange juggler j 
Neither indent before-hand for his payment. 

Nor know the breadth o’ th’ business ? Sure his 
devil 

Comes out of Lapland, where they sell men winds 
For dead dfink and old doublets. 

Fred. Peace ; he conjure^. 

John. Let him ; he cannot raise my devil. ■ 
Fred. Pr’ythee peace ! 

Vec. Appear f appear ! . 

And ^ou SQ tkm'} 
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That ^nce upon the leaves, and make them sing 
Gentle hve-laps to the sprmg. 

Gilding all the vales helofta 
JVith your verdure, as ye blovs, 

Blaise these forms from under ground. 

With a soft and happy sound ! [Soft music. 

JoJm. This is an honest conjurer, and a pretty 
poet: 

I like his words well ; there’s no bombast in ’em. 
But do you think now he can cudgel up the devil 
With this short staff of verses ? 

Fred. Peace ! the spirits. 

[Tmjo shapes of Women passing by. 

John. Nay, an^Bsey 

Vec. Do you know these faces ? 

Duke. No. 

, Vec. Sit still upon your lives theh, and mark what 
follows. 

Away, away! 

John. These devils do not paint sure ? 

Have they no sweeter shapes in hell ? 

Fred. Hark now, John. 

J5jife^»CoNSTANTiA veiled. 

John. Ay, marry, this moves something like ; 
this dcAul 

Carries some mettle in her gait. 

Vec. I find you ; 

You would see her face uuved’d ? 

Duke. Yes. 

Vec. Be uncover’d. • - . - {She unveils. 

Duke. 

Vec. Peace ! 

Petr. See how she blushes. 

John. Erederic, 
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This devil for my money I this is she, boy. 

Why dost thou shake ? I burn. 

Fee. Sit still, and silent. 

Duke. She looks back at me ; now she smiles, sir. 
Vec. Silence ! . , 

I must rise, dr I burst. [JJ^^Gonstantia. 
Vec. Ye see what follows. 

Duke. Oh, gentle sir, this shape again ! 

Vec. I cannot; 

’Tis all dissolved again. This was the figure ? 
Duke. The very same, sir. 

Petr. No hope once more to see it ? . 

Vec. You might have kept it longer, had you 
spared it ; ■ 

Now ’tis impossible. 

Duke. No means to find it ? 

Enter a Servant mth Wine. 

Vec. Yes, that there is ; sit still a while ; there’s 
■ ^ : wine,0»l8l: :'S5S .ov Jy: ^ 

To thaw the wonder frona your hearts ; drink wpll, 
sir. [ExifYjE.ocm.0. 

John. This conjurer is a right good fellow too, 

A lad of mettle ; two such devils more 
Would make me a conjurer. What wine is it ? 
Fred. Hock.^ 

John. The devil’s in it then ; look how it dances. 

® HoUoch'^ The difficulty of pronouncing German names often 
makes great confusion in the spelling. Bacharach and Hcechst, 
two neighbouring towns, one upon the Rhine, and the other a 
little higher upon the Maine, give names to the two wines,' Bdeh- 
rdch ana 'Hock. The former oftenest occurs in our authors and 
the writers of their age, thoi^h now all the wines- that come from 
the neighbourhood of Hoechst receive their name from thence, 
—Seward. ’ ' 

Hock is not corrupted from Hoechst, but from where 

one of the best Rhenish wines fe gro-m 
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Well,iflbe— ~ 

Fetr. We are all before ye. 

That’s your best comfort, sir. _ 

John. By th’ mass, brave wine ! 

Nay, an the devils live in this hell, I dare venture 
Within these two months yet to be deliver’d 
Of a large legion of ’em. 

Enter Vecchio. 

Dwjte. Here he comes. 

Silence of all sides, gentlemen! 

Vec. Good your grace. 

Observe a stricter temper ; and jou too, gallants j 
You’ll be deluded all else. This merry devil 
That next appears, (for such a one you’ll find it) 
Must be call’d up by a strange incantation ; 

A song, and I must sing it : ’Pray bear with me, 
And pardon my rude pipe •, for yet, ere parting. 
Twenty to one I please ye. 

Duke. We are arm’d, sir. 

Petr. Nor shall you see us more transgress. 

Fred. What think’st thou 
Now, ‘John?, -■ 

John. Why, now do I think, Frederic, 

(And, if I think amiss, Heaven pardon me !) 

This honest conjurer, with some four or five 
' Of his good fellow-devils, and^myself. 

Shall be yet drunk ere midnight. 

Fred. Peace ! he conjures. ’ 

.■■■ ■■ ^ ■; 

^ Peace ; he conjures-l Hitherto the song preceded this speech^ 
the absurdity of which must be obvious to every one.">"«£d« 177S>« 
The song first appears in the second folio* 


Scene IIL] ms 

SONG. 

, Come away^ thou lady gay : 

Hoist ! how she stuml^s ! 

Hark how she mumbles ! 

D^ame Gillian / 

Answer, I conWy I come. 

Vec, By old Claret I enlarge thecy 
By Canary thus I charge ihecy 
By Britain Meiheglhiy and BeeteVy^ 

Appear y and answer me in metre. 

Why when ? 

WhyyHill! 

Why when ? 

Answer. YovUll tarry till I am ready. 

Vec. Once again I conjure thecy 
By the pose in thy noscy^ 

And the gout in thy toes ; 

8 By Britain, matheDogUny and peeter.] Peeter is the name of 
a liquor that neither Mr Sympson nor I carifind in any dictionary. 
It may, perhaps, be a wine from some part of the Pope^s domi- 
nions, or Peter* s patrimony ; but this is a mere conjecture. An- 
other has since occurred that seems more probable. We find the 
Bhenish wines, BackracJc and Hock to be in much, repute in our 
authors^ age : Now Hochst stands near the confluence of the 
river Weter with the Main, might not Weeter therefore be the 
true reading ? — Setvard. 

We peeter to be an English liquor, as well as metheg-- 

lin, and think we have somewhere else seen it mentioned. Ed. 
1778. — There is no wine of any repute or value grown upon the 
Wetter. 

^ By the pose.] The pose is an old English word used by Chau- 
cer for a catarrh or defluxion of rheum. Mr Synipson says that 
Hollinshed tells us, that the pose is a distemper which was rarely, 
if ever, known among the English till chiranies were introduced, 
which was not long before his time ; that before then fires were 
made against rere^dosses, and the sinoke got out how it could. 
This may be true : Rich people burnt chiefly coke or charcoal 
m the middle of their halls, as many of the colleges of Cambridge 
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By thine old dried skin. 

And the mummy wiihin ; 

By thy little, little rrcff. 

And thy hood that's made of stuff; 

By thy bottle at thy breech. 

And thine old salt itch ; 

By the stakes, and the stones. 

That have vaorn out thy bones. 

Appear, 

Appear, 

Appear! 

Answer. Ok, I am here. 

John. Why, this is the song, Frederic. Twenty 
pound now, .. 

To see but obr Don Gillian ! 

Enter Landlady bearing the Child.. 

Fred. Peace ; it appears. 

John. I cannot peace ! Devdls in French hoods, 
Frederic ? 

and Oxiford do still; but why either this or smoky houses should 
so entirely preyent colds and rheums in the head seems somewhat 
strange. Hollinshed, perhaps, meant no more than that catarrhs 
were much more rife than formerly, I verily believe chimnies 
to be pernicious to health in general, and could wish to see stovejs 
as customary here as they are both in warmer and colder climates 
abroad. — Seaward. 

Whatever may be thought of Seward^s preference of stoves, 
the English in the seventeenth century considered sea- coal as an 
offensive fuel, and it appears that they were chiejSy used by poor 
people. So in Shiriey^s Constant Maid, 

He smothers a poor gentleman 
At home with sea^oaV^ 

Again in the same, 

' You'll burn sea’^ooal too, 

. , To save charges, and stink the poor souls out/^ 
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Satan^s old syringes ? 

Duke. What^s this-? - 
■ Vec. Peace!. 

JoAn. She, boy. 

Fred. What dost thou mean? 

JqTiyu She, boy, I say. 

Fred. Ha ? 

John. She, boy; 

The very child too, Frederic. 

Fred. She laughs on us 
Aloud, John : Has the devil these affections ? 

I do believe ^tis she, mdeed. 

Vec. Stand still. 

John. I will not ! 

Who calls Jeronimo^ from his naked bed 
Sweet lady, was it you ? If thou be^st the devil. 
First, having cross’d myself, to keep out wildfire. 
Then said some special prayers to defend me > 

* Who calls Jeronimo.] This play, which had a great run in 
Queen Elizabeth's reign, is the butt which Shakspeare, Jonson, 
and our authors, are continually shooting their wit at. For the 
fullest account of it, see Jonson^s Every Man in his Humour, act 
1. scene V, — Seward. 

We are told, that it was the production of Thomas Kyd, author 
of a play entitled Cornelia. It is printed in Dodsley^s Collection 
of Old Flays, and in the Origin of the Drama, by Mr Hawkins, 
vol. 11. In the latter work, notice is taken of Langbaine’s asser- 
tion, that there w^ere two plays, first and second parts ; but 
this,” says Mr Hawkins, y is a mistake : They were both but one 
play, with varied titles by different printers the same year.^’ In 
this particular, however, Mr Hawkins was himself mistaken; there 
were two different plays, but whether by the same author we can- 
not but have some doubt. The former is entitled, “ The First 
Part of Jeronimo, with the Warres of Portugal, and the Life and 
Death of Don Andrea. Printed at London for Thomas panyer, 
and are to be sold at his shop at die entrance into the Exchange,” 
1605, 4to. It is the second part which is so constantly the ob- 
ject of ridicule by contemporary writers.-— 

And from the second part, i.€. the S^nish Tragedy, the line 
is q[uoted.. 'V 
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Against thy most unhallow’d hood, have at thee! 
Land. Hold, sir, I am no devil— — 

Jjohn. That’s -all one. 

Land. I am your very landlady. 

John. I defy thee ! , 

Thus, as St Dunstan blew the devil’s nose 

With a pair of tongs, even so, right worshipful 

Land. Sweet son, 1 am old Gillian., 

This is no spirit. ■ 

John. Art thou old Gillian, flesh and bone ? 
Land. I am, son. 

Vec. Sit still, sir ; now I’ll shew ye all. £Eait. 
John. Where’s" thy bottle ? 

. jMnd. Here, I beseech you, son- 

Jo/m. For I know the devil , 

Cannot assume that shape. f ; 

Fred.- ’Tis she, John, certain.* 

John. A hog’s pox o’ your mouldy chaps! what 
make you 

Tumbling and juggling here ? 

Land, i am quit now, signor. 

For all the pranks you play’d, and railings at me j 

For, to tell truth, out of a trick I put 

Upon your high behaviours, (which was a lie. 

But then it served my turn) I drew the lady 
Unto my kinsman’s here, only to torture 
Your don-ships for a day or two, and secure her 
Out of all thoughts of danger. Here she comesnow'. 

Enter. N memo and Constantia. 

Duke. May I yet speak ? 

Vec. Yes, and embrace her too, 

For one that loves you dearer 

Duke^ Oh, my sweetest ! 

Petr. Blush not ; I will not chide you. 

Con. To add more 
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Unto the joy I know, I bring yOu (see, sir) 

The happy fruit of all our vows! 

Duke. Heaven’s blessing 
Be round about thee ever I 
John. Pray bless me too ; 

For if your grace be well instructed this way. 
You’ll find the keeping half the getting. 

Duke. How, sir ? 

John. I’ll tell you that anon. 

Con. ’Tis true, this gentleman 
Has done a charity worthy your favour. 

And let him have i^ dear sir. 

Duke. My best lady, 

He has, and ever shall have.— So must you, sir. 

To whom I am equal bound as to my being. 

Fred. Your grace’s humble servants ! 

Duke. Why kneel you, sir ? 

Vec. For pardon for my boldness ; yet ’twas harm- 
less, ‘ . 

And all the art I have, sir. Those your grace saw, 
"WTiich you thought spirits, were my neighbours’ 
children, '' • ^ 

Whom I instruct in grammar here, and music ; 
Their shapes (the people’s fond opinions, 
Believing I can conjure, and oft repairing 
To know ofthings stolen from ’em) I keep about me, 
And always have in readiness. ' By conjecture, 
Out of their own confessions, I oft teU ’em 
Things that by chance have faU’n out so; which way 
(Having the persons here, I knew you sought for) 
I wrought upon your grace. My end is mirth. 
And pleasing, if I can, all parties. 

Duke. I believe it, 

® TteV shapes, {the peoples fbx^opiniort, '^e.1 'Ey shapes Yec- 
chio means masks and disguises, la the: next page he desires 
Don John to step in, md thesi» he should find suits of all kinds. 
Masons \ ~ ’ 
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For you have pleased me truly ; so well pleased me, 

That, when I shall forget it 

Here’s old Antonio, 

(I spied him at a window) coming mainly ; 

I know, about his whore ; the man you lit on, ^ 

As you discover’d unto me. Good your grace, 
Let’s stand by all ; ’twill be a mirth above all 
To observe his pelting fory. 

Vec. About a wench, sir ? 

Petr. A young whore that has robb’d him. 

Vec. But do you know, sir. 

Where she is ? 

Petr. Yes, and will make that perfect. 

Vec. I am instructed well then. 

John. If he come 

To have a devil shewn him, by^aB means 
Let me be he ; I ean roar rarely. 

Petr. Be so ; 

But take heed to his anger. 

Vec. Slip in quickly j 

There you shall find suits of all sorts. When I call. 
Be ready, and come forward.— Who’s there comes 
in ? [^Exeunt all hut Vecchio. 

' ■ - , Ettfer Antonio. , 

Ant. Are you the conjurer ? 

Vec. Sir, I can do a little > i Wi' 

That way, if you please to employ me. 

Ant. Presently, 

Shew me a devil that can teU 

Vec. Where your wen<^ is. 

Ant. You are i’ th’ right; as also where the fiddler, 

I knm about his tiohore ^ the man you lit on,] This man Is 
Francisco ; but there is no necessity to connect the two parts of 
the line by the cojyunctive particle, as Mason suggests* 
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That was consenting to her. 

Vec. Sit you there, sir ; 

You shall know presently. Gan you pray heartily ? 
Ant. Why, is your dgyil so furious ? 

Vec. I must shew you 
A form may chance affiight you. 

Ant. He must fart fire then : 

Take you no care for me. 

Vec. Ascend, Asteroth ! 

Why, when? appear, I say!— - 

Enter Don John, disguised like a Spirit. 

Now questidn hfin. . , . 

Ant. Where is iny whore, Don Devil ? 

John. Gone to China, 

To be the Great Cham’s mistress. 

Ant. That’s a lie, devil. 

Where are my jewels ? 

John. Pawn’d for petticoats. 

Ant. That may be. Where’s the fiddler ? 

John. Condemn’d to the gallows 
Tor robbing of a mill; , , 

Ant. The lying’st devil 
That e’er I dealt withal, and the unlikeliest ! 

What was that rascal hurt me ? 

John. I. 

Ant. Howl 
John. I. 

Ant. Who was he ? 

John. I. 

Ant. Do you h^ar, conjurer ? 

Dare you venture your devil ? 

^ Gone to China^ 

To he the Great Cliam*s Wliether this geographic- 

cal mistake was th©:po'et% whether it was purposely intro- 
iliicedj we latter# 
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Tec. Yes. 

Ant. Then I’ll venture my dagger. 

Have at your devil’s pate ! [Strikes him, Don John 
throws off his disguise.'} Do you mew 

Be-enter Duke, Peteuccio, Constantia, Feede- 

EIC, ^c. 

Vec. Hold! 

Fetr. Hold there! 

I do command you hold. 

Anf. Is this the devil ? 

Why, conjurer— — 

Petr. He has been a devil to you, sir ; 

But now you shall forget all. Your whore’s safe. 
And all your jewels j your boy too; 

John. Now the devil indeed#' 

Lay his ten claws upon thee ! for my pate 
Finds what it is to be a fiend. 

Ant. All’s safe ? 

Petr. ’Pray ye know this person ; all’s right now. 
Ant. Your grace 

May now commandme then. Butwhere’smy whore? 
Petr. Beady to go to whipping. 

Ant. My wWe whipp’d ? 

Petr. Yes, your whore, without doubt, sir. 

Ant. Whipp’d ! ’Pray, gentlemen 

Duke. Why, would you have her once more rob 
ye ? The young boy 
You may forgive 5 he was enticed. 

5 — Then Fll venture my dagger* 

Have at your devils 'pate ! Do you mew ?] The first line re- 
fers to the Vice of the old moralities, who belaboured the de^irg 
back with a wooden dagger. It has already been observed, that 
a hawk was said to mew when he shed his feathers, in consequence 
of his being mewed or confined. The very necessary stage di^ 
yection does not appear in any previous edition. 
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John. I'he whore, sir. 

Would rather carry pity ; a handsome whore ! 

A gentleman, I warrant thee. 

Petr. Let’s in all ; 

And if we see contrition in your whore, sir, 

Much may be done. 

Duke. Now, ray dear fair, to you. 

And the full consummation of my vow ! ^Exeunt, 


EPILOGUE. 


We have not held you long nor do I see 
One brow in this selected company 
Assuring a dislike. Our p^iis were eased, 

Could we be confident that all rise pleased ; 

But such ambition soars too high : If we 
Have satisfied the best, and they ^ree 
In a fair censure, we have our reward, 

And, in them arm’d, desire no surer guard. 

* We have not held you loni^,'] This alludes to the shortness of the 
comedy, when compared with most of the contemporary plays. 
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In wliat year this Trcigecly was produced w"e cannot decide^. 
Nor can we absolutely determine whether Beaumont had any 
share in the composition. There were two quarto editions, the 
first bearing the following title : The Bloody Brother, A Tra- 
gedy. By B. J. F. London, printed by R. Bishop, for Thomas 
Allot, and John Crook, Esq. 1639.’^ The other is thus entitled : 

The Tragedy of Rollo, Duke of Normandy. Acted by his Ma- 
Jesty^s Servants. Written by John Fletcher, Gent. Oxford, print- 
ed by Leonard Lichfield, Printer to the University, Anho 1640.’^ 
The initials in the first quarto probably stand for Beaumonf^ 
John Fletcher but in the second, as well as by the panegyrists, 
the whole play is attributed to the latter^ Internal evidence, 
however, strongly proves that the play could not have been the 
production of one author. The two first acts, and the greater 
part of the last, bear very strong marks of Fletcher’s manner ; 
but the remaining parts, with the exception of a few passages and 
speeches, (such as Edith’s accusations against Rollo in the third 
act,) are written in a style so different from the rest, and indeed 
from Fletcher’s general manner, that the supposition of their 
being the work of another becomes almost undeniable All the 
plays which he is known to have produced without assistance 
have two striking peculiarities, the latter of which also prevails in 
those written along with Beaumont, though not in the same de- 
gree. The verses of Fletcher, sometimes for twenty or thirty 
lines together, have double and triple terminations, and those of 
ten syllables are not more frequent than such as eoiisist of eleven, 
twelve, or even more. Again, the occurrence of rhyming coup- 
lets at the end of speeches and scenes is very rare. Now in the 
two intermediate acts, and in part of the last,; the lines almost uni- 
formly consist of ten syllables, they have a more formal and 



raried modulation than Fletcher’s or Beaumont’s, and rlmiiinrf 
couplets not only occur at the ends of scenes, but in the middle 
and at the end of speeches ; and the number of such couplets in 
these two acts is, l apprehend, greater than the whole amount of 
those which occur in at least twenty other plays. Who the au- 
thor of this part of the tragedy was cannot be 'determined. I do 
not believe it to be Beaumont’s, for the style is very different 
from his, as it is also from Massinger’s, who assisted Fletcher in 
several plays. Shirley, Rowley, and Middleton, were also his co- 
adjutors ; and as the pla 3 'S of the two latter, who were helpmates 
in the composition of many contemporary dramas, abound more 
in rhymes than those of Shirk}’-, the acts ‘in tpestion may not im- 
probably have been Written by one of them. 

As the titles of the two quartos are so different, it is necessary 
to say something on that subject. The editors of 1778 adopt 
that of the Oxford quarto, for of that previously published at 
London they were not awmre of the existence, and conceived 
‘‘ The Bloody Brother” to have been a mere un.authorized addi- 
tionto the title, for which the editors of the folio printed in 1679 
were responsible. In the present edition, as in this folio, the ti- 
tles of both the quartos have been combined, as the play seems to 
ha-ye been called sometimes by one, and sometimes by the other 
in the seventeenth century. ’ 

The two quartos differ very considerably. Lines and w'ords 
which occur in one of them are frequently omitted in the other, 
and both of them exhibit readings corrupt in the one and right in 
the other. The only way of accounting for this difference, is to 
suppose, that both copies were printed from manuscripts copied by 
careless transcribers, and we have reason to be glad that they di'd 
not use both one manuscript, and that the second did not copy 
from .the ffrst, 

This tragedy certainly popular both before and after the 
Restmation. During the Commonwealtli, which succeeded the 
downfall of monarchy and of the stage, Kirkman selected a por- 
tion which lie actedas a droll at fairs. What part he extracted may 
be gathered by the title—" Three Merry Boys.” But the whole 
play was sometimes performed in this time of terror iu a clan- 
destine manner. Wright, in his'Historia Histriouica, 1699, in- 
forms- us, that « when the wars were over, and the royalists to- 
tally subdued, most of them [the players] who were left alive 
gathered to London, and for a subsistence endeavoured to revive 
their old trade privately. They made up one company out of 
the scattered members of several, and in the winter belbrc the 
king s murder, 164S, they ventured to act some plays with as 
much caubon and privacy as could be, at the Cockpit. They con- 
tinued undisturbed for some days ; but at last, as they wer'e pre- 
senting the tragedy of the Bloody Brother, (in which Lowin acted 
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Aubrey ; Baylor, the Cook,^ Burt, Latorcli ; and, 

I think. Hart, Otto ; ) a patty of foot soldiers beset the house, sur- 
prised ^em about the middle of the play, and carried fom away 
in their habits to Hatton-house, then a prison, where, having de- 
tained *em for some time, they plundered ^em of their clothes, 
and let ’em loose again*^* 

After the Restoration, the popularity of the play continued. 
It was one of the stock plays of the Ked-buil company, which 
were afterwards the kmg’s servants ; and Rymer attacked this 
drama, as well as King and No King, and The Maid’s Tragedy, 
with great fiiry, endeavouring in vain to prove to the public, that 
these favourites ill deserved the applause bestowed upon them. 
Dryden undertook their defence, and the town continued their 
applause. ^-^But id the last century, the Bloody Brother shared 
the fate of almost all old plays but Shakspeare’s, being shelfed 
and forgotten. .. 

In the present tragedy the authors chose to dramatise an an- 
cient story, and transfer the scene to Normandy, and the time to 
the middle ages. The reasons for adopting this com’se are not 
easily discerned. They also had recourse to a practice of Bexi 
Jonson, having translated whole speeches ftom the Thebais of Se- 
neca. 

Eymer had objected, in a vefy vehement and dictatorial man^ 
ner, to Rollo’s committing so many murders, when he is answer- 
able only for one. Dryden replies, that this was judicious in 
the authors, as our horror and detestation at the criminal is there- 
by heightened, and that poetical justice is not neglected neither^ 
for we stab him in our minds for every offence which he commits ; 
and the point which the poet is to gain upon the audience is not 
so much in the death of an offender, as the raising an horror of 
his crimes.” And in his Essay on Dramatick Poesy, Dryden in- 
troduces the following encomium on this tragedy: — ‘‘ I have taken 
notice but of one tragedy of ours, whose plot has that uniformity 
and unity of design in it, which I have commended in the French; 
and that is Rollo, or rather, under the name of Rollo, the story of 
Bassianus and Geta in Herodian : there indeed the plot is neither 
large nor intricate, but just enough to fill the minds of the audi- 
ence, not to cloy them. Besides you see it founded upon the 
truth of history, only the time of the action is not reduceable to 
the strictness of the rules ; and you see in some places a little 
farce mingled, which is below the dign^ity of the other parts.” 

Notwithstanding these encomiums which the tragedy of the 
Bloody Brother has received from a poet of such eminence, it 
must be confessed, that it is far from being a very pleasing per- 

* Langbaine says, that in his time it was ^ften acted by the queen V, 
servants at Dorset-Gardew. 
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farraance, and that the objections of Rynier are not groundless. 
The murder of Otto bj his own brotlier* was quite sufFicieat to 
raise our detestation of Rollo’s conduct, without the needless, 
'and somewhat burlesque, massacre of Gisbert, Baldwin, and Al- 
Ian ; and the poetical justice upon the fratricide would have been 
much better executed by Edith, than by introducing the under- 
plot of Hamond, the captain of the guard, revenging the death 
of Ms brother* This militates considerably against the unbounded 
praise which Dryden has bestowed upon the unity of design in 
the plot. As to the characters, the play CcUinot boast of the" same 
variety and precision of delineation, which vre have remarked in 
many other tragedies in these volumes. Rollo and Otto are well 
contrasted, and the characters ot Sophia and Editli may claim a 
considerable portion of praise ; but all die others, {with the excep- 
tion of Aubrey,, who is, hovrever, far inferior to Aeeiiis in Valen- 
tinian, and 4rchas in the Loyal Subject) are very indistinctly 
marked. Latorch is far too contemptible for Rollon's chief coun- 
sellor imd companion in butchery, the introduction of the as- 
trologers, too, is by no means sidifully interwoven witli the plot. 
The poets seem to have had Macbetlds consultations wifh the 
witches respecting, his future fate in their eye, but the inferira iiy 
^of their efforts is in all respects conspicuous. Macbeth consults 
the hags, in consequence of bis fixed belief in witchciaft ; while 
Eollo has no faith in the knowledge of astrologers, but consents 
to LatorcMs whim of learning his future destiny, merely to please 
that corrupt favourite. With respect to the poetry, it has been 
already observed, that the parts probably written by Fletcher are 
infinitely superior to those which I have ventured to attribute to 
the pen of some unknown associate. 





DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


1 brothers^ dukes of Normandy •. 


4 Aubi'ey, their kinsman. 
iGisbert, the chancellor. 

^Baldwin, the prince^ tutor. 

JVerdon*^^* of Hollo's faction. 

I Difprete, } of Otto’s faction. 

^Latorch, Roll&’s earwig. 
iiHamond, captain of the guard to Hollo. 
i Allan, his brother. 

*Norbrett, a doctor^ 

I La Fisk, 

* Rusee, a friar, 

* De Bube, 
i Pipeau, a boy. 

Cook. 

Yeoman of the Cellar. 

Butler. 

Pantler. 

Lords, Sheriff, Guard, Officers, and Boys. 




free cheating r agues ^ 


’ Sophia, mother to the Dukes. 

^Matilda, her daughter. 

Edith, daughter to Baldwin. 

SCENE , — Caen, and in ActIV. Scene II. at Rouen, 
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ACT 1. SCENE L 


Caen. An Apartment in the Palace^ 

Mnter Gisbert and Baldwin. 

Bald. The brothers then are met ? 

Gis. They are, sir. 

Bald. 'Tis thought 
They may be reconciled. 

, Gis. ,’Tis rather wish’d ; 

For such, whose reason doth direct their thoughts, 
Without self-flattery^ dare not hope it, Baldwin. 
The fires of love, which the dead duke believed 
His equal care of both would have united. 
Ambition hath divided : And there are 
Too many on both parts, that kno# they cannot 
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Or rise to wealth and honour, (their main ends) 
Unless the tempest of the princes’ fury 
Make troubled seas, and those seas yield fit billows 
To heave them up ; and these are too well practised 
In their bad arts to give way to a calm, 

■Which, yielding rest to goodmen,proves their ruin.’ 
Bald. And in the shipwreck of their hopes and 
fortunes, , 

The dukedom might be saved, had it but ten 
That stood affected to the general good, 

With that confirm’d zeal which brave Aubrey oes. 

Gis. He is indeed the perfect character 
Of a good man, and so his actions speak him. 

Ba/d. But did you observe the many doubts and 
cautions 

The brothers stood upon before they met ? 

Gis. 1 did ; and yet, that ever brothers should 
Stand on more nice terms than sworn enemies 
After a war proclaim’d, would with a stranger 
Wrong the reporter’s credit. They saluted 
At distance, and so strong was the suspicion 
Each had of other, that, before they durst 
Embrace, they were by several servants search’d. 

As doubting conceal’d weapons ; antidotes 
Ta’en openly by both, fearing the room 
Appointed for the interview was poison’d ; 

The chairs and cushions, with like care, survey’d ; 
And, in a word, in every circumstance. 

So jealous on both parts, that it is more 
Than to be feai’ed, concord can never join 

^ Which, yielding rest and good, proves thd^^Miin.'] Thus the 
London quarto of 1(.39, which also joins the following speech to 
fhis. In botn the mistakes it was followed by the second folio, 
and die octavo of 1711. Seward and the last editors, who do r.ot 
seem to have known of the existence of die first quarto, accuse the 
editors of the folio of having corrupted the text, though thev have 
merely copied from the oldest text. 


Scene I.] 


OR ROLLOi 


. 12 .? 


Minds SO divided. 

Bald. Yet our best endeavours 
Should not be wanting, Gisbert, 

Gis. Neither shall they, 

jE^iter Geandpree Verdon- 

But what are these ? ' 

Bald. They are without iny knowledge ; 

But, by their mannei's and behaviours. 

They should express themselves. 

wandp. Since we serve Rollo, 

The eldest brother, we’ll be Rollians, 

Who will maintain us, lads, as brave as Romans. 
You stand for him ? , 

Verd, I do. 

Grandp. Why then, observe 
How much the business, the so-long’d-for business, 
By men that are named from their swords, concerns 
you. 

Lechery, our common friend, so long kept under 
With whips, and beating iatal hemp, shall rise. 
And Bawdry, in a French hood, plead before her 5 
Where it shall be concluded, after twelve* 
Virginity shall be carted. 

Verd. Excellent ! 

Grandp. And Hell but grant, the quarrel that’s 
between 

The princes may continue, and the business 
That’s of the sword, to out-last three suits in law f 
And we will make attornies lance-prizadoes,^ 

* Where it shall he concluded, after twehe.'l This line is from 
the Oxford quarto of 1640. In that of 1639, and in the folio, it 
is not to be found- The variations of the quartos are, however, 
so numerous, that only the principal efthem' shall be noticed. 

5 Lance-pmnc^oes.3 This word is best expiated in the following 
passage of The Sold&ejr’s Accidence, as quoted by Mr Gifford, 
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And our brave gown-men practisers of back-swordi 
The pewter of all sergeants’ maces shall 
Be melted, and turn’d into conomon flaggons, 

In which it shall be lawful to carouse 
To their most lousy fortunes. 

Bald. Here’s a statesman ! 

Grandp. A creditor shall not dare, but by petition. 
To make demand of any debt and that 
Only once every leap-year, in which, if 
The debtor may be won, for a French crown 
To pay a sous, he shall be register’d 
His benefactor. 

Verd. The chancellor hears- you. 

Grandp. Fear not ; I now dare speak as loud 
asbe,: ,.,. . 

And win be heard, and have all I speak law.— r 
Have you no eyes ? There is a reverence due 
From children of the gown to men of action. 

G'ts. How’s this ? 

Grandp. Even so: The times, the times are 
changed ; 

All business is not now preferr’d in parchment. 
Nor shall a grant pass that wants this broad seal ; 

^ . . . \Shms his sword. 

This seal, do you see ? Your gravity once laid 
My head and heels together in the dungeon. 

For cracking a scald'l officer’s crown, for which 

(Massinger, III. 51.) “ The lowest range and meanest officer in 
an army is called lanc^-pezfido, or prezado, who is tt|e leader and 
governor of half a file ; and therefore is commonly called a middle 
man, or captain over four.’’ Sherwood however explains lance- 
pessade, qid commande sur dix pietons. 

* Scald.] “A word of contempt,” says Dr Johnson, “imply- 
ing poverty, disease, and filth.” Cleopatra, in Shakspeare, says, 

— — “ Saucy lictors 

Will catch at us like strumpets ; and scald rhj'mers 
Bajlad us out of tune.” 
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A time is come for vengeancCj and expect it ; 

For know, you have not full three hours to live. 
Gis. Yes, somewhat longer. 

Grandf. To what end? 

Gis. To hang you; 

Think on that, rufoan ! 

Grandp. For you, schoolmaster. 

You have a pretty daughter : Let me see ; 

Near three o’clock, (by which time, I much fear, 

I shall be tired with killing some five hundred) 
Provide a bath, and her to entertain me. 

And that shall be your ransom. 

Bald. Impudent rascal J * ' 

Enter Trevile and Duprete. 

. Gis. More of the crew ? 

Grandp. What are you ? Rollians ? 

Trev. No ; this for Rollo, and all such as serve 
him ! [Snaps hisjingers. 

We stand for Otto. 

.Grandp. You seem men of fashion, , 

And therefore I’ll deal fairly ; you shall have 
The honour this day to be chronicled 
The first men kill’d by Grandpree. You see this 
sword ; 

A pretty foolish toy, my valour’s servant. 

And I may boldly say a gentleman. 

It having made, when it was Charlemaign’s, 
Three thousand knights ; this, sir, shall cut your 
throat. 

And do you all fair service else. 

Your hands for the good offer : Here’s another. 
The servant of you? servant, whiph shall be proud 
To be scoured in your sw^t §tits j till when 
Pray you command me. * ' ' 
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Grandp. Your idolater, sir.^ 

[Exeunt all but Gisbekt and Baldwin. 

Gis. Thatever such should hold the names of men,^ 
Or justice be held cruelty, when it labours 
To pluck such weeds up ! 

Bald. Yet they are protected, 

And by the great one% 

• Gis. Not the good ones, Baldwin. 

Enter Aubeey, 

Auk Is this a time to be spent thus, by such 
As are the principal ministers of the state, 

When they that are the heads have fill’d the court 
With factions, a weak wonian only left . 

To stay their bloody hands? Can her weak arms 
Alone divert the dangers ready now 
To fall upon the commonwealth, and bury 
The honours of it, leaving not the name 
Of what it was ? — Oh, Gisbert, the fair trials 
And freciuent proofs which our late master made, 
Both of your love and faith, gave him assurance. 
To chuse you at his death a guardian, nay, 

A father to his spns j and that great trust. 

How ill do yofl discharge ! I must be plain, 

That, at the best, youhe a sad looker-on 
Of those bad practices you should prevent.— 

And where’s thepse of your philosophy 
In this so needfm time? Be hot secure ; 

For, Baldwin, be assured, since that the princes 
(When they were young, and apt for any form) 
Were given to ymur instruction and grave ordering, 
?TwiIl be expected lhat they should be good. 


_ * Graih^. Your idolater, iir^ The politeness of the French duel- 
hsts is inimitably burlesqued, both herie and in the first act of the 
Mttle French Lawyer.— 
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Or their bad manners will be imputed yours. 

Bald. ’Twasnotin me, my lord, to alter nature. 
Gis. Nor can my counsels work on them, that 
will not , 

Vouchsafe me hearing. 

- Auh. Do these answers sort 
Or with your place, or persons, or your years ? 

Can Gisbert, being the pillar of the laws. 

See them trod under foot, or forced to serve 
The princes’ unjust ends, and, with a frown. 

Be silenced from exclaiming oh the abuse ? 

Or Baldwin only weep the desperate madness 
Of his seduced pupils ? see their minds,'* 

•{Which with good arts he laboured to build up, 
Examples of succeeding times) o’erturn’d 
By undermining parasites ? No one precept. 
Leading to any act or great or good,^ 

But is forced from their memory ; in whose room 
Black counsels are received, and their retirements 
And secret conference producing only 
Devilish designs, a man would shame to father ! 
But I talk when I should do, and chide others 
For that I now olfend in. ® . 


<5 See those miBcis*] So the second quarto. The text k 

from the first. 

7 Here the text of the Oxford quarto has been pre- 

ferred, though that of the first may have been the original. It 
has been already observed, that ari very usually occurs in the 
same sense as act. (See vol. IL p. 406, and III. 142, and 

s But I talk mhen I should do^ and chide others ,, . 

For that I notK> offend in : SeeH confirm^ d^ - • . ^ 

Noxki do ^ or never speak more, ' . . . ’ ^ 

Gis. JVe are yours. : v * ’ ■ ; 

Enter Rollo, Latorch, , 

Rollo. You shall know^ J So the quarto 0? 1639 ; that of 
1640 prints thus : “ ' 
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Enter Rollo, mth Latorch, Gratopeee and Vee- 
don; and OxiOymth Trevile and Duprete. 

See ’t confirmed ! 

Now do, or never speak more ! 

Gts. We are yours. — 

Rollo. You shallknow who I am i 


But I talk luhen I shoidd do, and chide others 
For that I no^ offend in. 

SCENE V. 

Rollo, Latorch, Trevile, Grandpree, Otto, Verdon, Duprete, 
Gisbert, Baldwin, Aubrey. 

confirmed : 

Noto do^ ornever $;peak more. ' ; 

We are yours. 

'Rollo. You shall knotf), %c» 

Seward and the last editors conceive the former reading as of no 
authority, and a mere corruption of the folio ; they being unac- 
quainted with the first quarto. They therefore propose different 
alterations. Seward thus distributes the ensuing words : 

Fol/o. See ’t confirmed ! 

Gis. Now do, or never speak more I Wc are yours. 


sent instance I prelume that the reading of the oldest copy is 
right, and that the'one exhibited in that of 16 ^ 0 , was an acci- 
dental corruption, occasioned by fhe editor^s or printer's some- 
what pedantical^vision of scenes, according to the practice of 
the ancients, of me French, and of Ben Jonson. They commence 
a new scene at the entrance of every new set of speakers, and ha- 
ving here begun the fifth, they inadvertently gave the conclusion 
of Aubrey’s speech to Gisbert, to whom it cannot possibly belong. 

Aubrey/’ says Mr Mason, v/ho properly defends the present 
text, though he did not know the high authority for it, ‘‘ is en- 
larging on the desperate mischiefs that are likely to ensue from 
the madness of the two princes, seduced by undermining para- 
sites, and exhorting Baldwin and Gisbert to prevent them by their 
counsels ; and on seeing. Rollo and Gtto enter in a rage, attended 
by theit parasites, he says — * Behold a confirmation of 'what I 
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Otto. I do j my equal ! 

Rollo. Thy prince. Give way ! Were we alone, 
I’d force thee, 

In thy best blood, to write thyself iny subject. 
And glad I would receive it. 

Aub. Sir! 

Gis. Dear lord ! 

Otto. Thy subject ? 

Rollo. Yes ; nor shall tame patience hold me, 

A minute longer, only half myself. 

My birth gave me this dukedom, and my sword 
Shall change it to the common grave of all 
That tread upon her bosom, ere I part with 
A piece of earth, or title, that is mine ! 

Otto. I need it not, and would scorn to receive,* 
Though offer’d, what I want not : Therefore know 
From me, (though not deliver’d in great w'ords. 
Eyes red with rage, poor pride, and threatening 
, action) 

Our father at his death, then, when no accent 
(Wert thou a son) could fall from him in vain, ; 
Made us co-heirs, bur part of land and honours ' 
Of equal weight ; and, to see this confirm’d. 

The oaths of these are yet upon record. 

Who, though they should forsake me, and call dowo 
The plagues of peijury on their sinfixl heads, 

I would not leave myself. 

have advanced ; speak now or never speak again :* for that is the 
meaning of the words, ^ Now do, or never [speak again’] — that 
is, now speak, or never speak more.” — So far Mr Mason is per- 
fectly right ; but when he says that a new scene should begin at 
the entrance of the princes, and that in the meantime Baldwin 
and Gisbert had been expostulating with them, he forgets the 
preceding part of liis annotation, which he had founded on the 
very entrance of the princes and their parasites, during the speech 
of Aubrey. ;,v ■ 

^ It needs not, and I mo^jcgrn to So the quarto of 

1639. The text is from of 1640.^ 
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Trev. Nor will we see 
The will of the dead duke infringed. 

Lat. Nor I , . • , 

The elder robb’d of what’s his right. 

Grandp. '^ov yon 1 , 

Let me take place !— I say, I will not see t ! 

My sword is sharpest. 

Aub. Peace, you tinder-boxes. 

That only carry matter to make a flame 
Which will consume you ! 

Bollo. You are troublesome : 

[To Baldwin. 

This is no time for arguments ! My title 
Needs not your school-defences ; but my sword. 
With which the gordian of your sophistry 
Being: cut, shall shew th’ imposture.— For your 
laws, . [To Gisbert. 

■It is in me to change them as I please, 

I being above them, Gisbert ! Would you have me 
protect them ? 

Let them now stretch their extremest rigour, 

And seize upon that traitor ; and your tongue 
Make him appear first dangerous, then odious; 

And after, under the pretence of safety 

For the sick state; the land’s and people’s quiet. 

Cut off his head And I’ll give up my sword. 

And fight with them at a more certain weapon 
To kill, and with authority.* 

* To Baldwin.'] It appears that Baldwin had spoken aside to 
.Rollo during the altercation of the followers. 

* And fight with them at a more certain weapon 

To kiliy and with authority.] Mason, with some plausibility, 
proposes to substitute us for aty because refers to /«m'atthe 
beginning of Rollons address to Gisbert. Of the latter there can 
be no doubt 5 and the proposed alteration would make the text 
more rigidly exact; but while the old reading aifords sense, and 
good sensei too, I cannot consent to any variation. 
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Gis. Sir, I grant 

The laws are useful weapons, but found out ^ 
To a'ssure the innocent, not to oppress. 

Holb. Then you conclude him innocent ? 

Gis. The power 

Your father gave him must not prove a crime. 

Auh. Nor should you so I'cceive it. 

Bald. To which purpose. 

All that dare challenge any part in goodness 
Will become suppliants to you. 

Rollo. They have none. 

That dare move me in this. Hence ! I defy you ! 
Be of his party, bring to it your laws ; ^ [To Gxsbeet.- 
And thou thy double heart, thou popular fool, 

[To B Aim WIN.. 

Your moral rules of justice, and her balance': 

I stand on my own guard 1 
Otto. Which thy injustice 
Will make thy enemy’s. By the memory 
Of him whose better part now suffers for thee, 
Whose reverend ashes, with an impious hand. 
Thou throw’st out to cohtCmpit, (in thy repining 
At his so just decree) thou ait unworthy 

5 Bring it to yoicr lam^ 

And thou thy double heaTiJ\ TheTe is certainly a corruption 
in the first line, and the transposition of the two words in Roman 
type seems to he the most obvious and clear method of curing it. 
Mason would read — “ Bring it too your laws but this is stiff, 
and not what Rollo means to say, for he evidently means to have 
nothing to do wdth the laws for bis own part. The remainder of 
the speech, as Mason says, is addressed to Baldwin. 

^ I stand on my o^n guard. 

Otto, Which thy injustice 

Willmahe thy enemy ^s.] The second folio [and first quarto] 
reads — ^thy enemies^ which I believe to be right. By his guard, 
Rollo means the person who attended him. — Mason* 

Even if we adapt Mas.Qp^s explanation, the tfet of 164 fO is bet- 
ter than the one he wishes’’ id: restore*" 


134 • THE BLOODY BROTHER, [AcxL 

Of what his last will, not thy merit, gave thee ! 
That art so swol’n within, with all those mischiefs 
That e’er made up a tyrant, that thy breast. 

The prison of thy purposes, cannot hold them. 

But that they break forth, and, in thy own words. 
Discover what a monster they must serve 
Tliat shall acknowledge thee ! 

Uollo. Thou shalt not live 
To be so happy ! 

\He offers his sword at Otto, the faction joining. 
Aub. \Getting between the h'others.'} Nor your 
miseries 

Begin in murder. Duty, allegiance. 

And all respects of what you are, forsake me ! 

Do ye stj^re on ? Is this a theatre ? 

Or shall these kill themselves, like to mad fencers. 
To make ye sport ? Keep them asunder, or. 

By HeaVen, I’ll charge on all ! 

Grandp. Keep the peace ! 

I am for you, my lord ; and, if you’ll have me, 

I’ll act the constable’s part. 

Azib. Live I to see this ? 

Will you do that your enemies dare not wish, 

Ahd cherish in yourselves those fories, which 
^ell would cast out ?— -Do (I am ready) kill me. 
And these, that would fall willing sacrifices 
To any power that would^ restore yom; reason. 

And make yeiben agaiti/which now yfe are not ! 
Hollo. These ante yOur bucklers, boy ! 

Otto. My hindrances ; 

And, wei’e I not confirm’d, my justice in 
The taking of thy life could not weigh dowm 
The wrong in shedding the least drop of blood 
Of these whose goodness only now protects thee. 
Thou shouldst feel T in act would prove myself 
What thou in words dost labour to appear ! 
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Rollo. Hear tliis, and talk again? rilbreakthrougli 
all. 

But I will reach thy heart. \Rushing upon Otto. 
Otto. ’Tis better guarded. 

Enter Sophia. 

Soph. Make way, or I will force it ! — Who are 
these? 

My sons ? my shames ! Turn all your swords on me, 
And make this wretched body but one wound, 

So this unnatural quarrel finds a grave 
In the unhappy womb that brought ye forth * 

Dare you remember that you had a mother, ■ - 
Or look on these grey hairs, (made so with tears, 
For both your goods, and not with age) and yet 
Stand doubtful to obey her ? From me you had 
Life, nerves, and faculties, to use those weapons ; 
And dare you raise them against her, to whom 
You owe the means of being what you are ? 

Otto. Ail peace is meant to you. 

As if your arms could be advanced, and I ’ 
Not set upon the rack ? Your blood is mine. 

Your danger’s mine ; your goodness I should share 
in, . 

And must be branded with those impious marks 
You stamp on your own foreheads and on mine. 
If you go on thus. For my good name, therefore. 
Though all respects of honour in yoursdves 
Be in your fury choak’d, throw down your- swords, 
(Your duty should be swifter than my tongue) 
And join your hands while they are innocent ! 
You have heat of blood, and youth apt to ambition, 
To plead an easy pardon for what’s past 5- 
But all the ills beyond this hour Committed, 

From gods or mep must hope for ho excuse. 
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Gis. Can . you hear this unmoved ? 

No syllable 

Of this so pious charm, but should have power 
To frustrate all the juggling deceits, • 

With which the devil blinds you. 

Otto. 1 begin 

To melt, I kirow not how. 

B-ollo. Mother, I’ll leave you : — 

And, sir, be thanldful for the time you live. 

Till we meet next, (which shall be soon and sudden) 
To her persuasion for you. 

Soph. Oh, yet stay, 

And, rather than part thus, vouchsafe me hearing 
As enemies ! — How is my soul divided ! 

My love to both is equal, as my wishes. 

But is return’d by neither. My grieved heart. 
Hold yet a little longer, and then break !— 

I kneel to both, and wiU speak so, but this 
Takes from me the authority of a mother’s pow'er; ^ 
And therefore, like myself, Otto, to thee : 

(And yet observe, son, how thy mother’s tears 
Outstrip her forward words, to make way for ’em) 
Thou art the younger, Otto ; yet be now 
The first example of obedience to me, 

And grow the elder in my love. 

: Otto. The means 
' To be so happy ? 

SopI^ This ; yield up thy sword,: y, 

And let thy piety give thy mother strength 
To take that from thee, which no enemies’ force 
Could e’er despoil thee of ! — [Otto gives up Ms 
mord.'} Why dost thou tremble. 

Takes from me tk’ authority of a mother’s power.l So the 
first quarto reads. Thesecond— 

Takes the atUkcfHty oS a mother's powr ! 

The former is eyidendy tlie better reading. 
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And with a fearful eye, fix’d on thy brother, 
Observ’st his ready sword, as bent against thee ? 

I am thy armour, and will be pierced through 
Ten thousand times, before I will give way 
To any peril may arrive at thee ; 

And therefore fear not. 

Otto. ’Tis not for myself. 

But for you, mother : You are now engaged 
In more than lies in your unquestion’d virtue j 
For, since you have disarm’d me of defence. 
Should I fall now, though by his hand, the world 
May say it was your practice.*' 

Soph. All worlds perish, ‘ 

Before my piety turn Treason’s parent ! 

Take it again, and stand upon your guard. 

And, while your brother is, continue arm’d : 

And yet this fear is needless ; for I know 
My Rollo, though he dares as much as man, 

So tender of his yet untainted valour. 

So noble, that he dares do nothing basely. 

You doubt him j he fears you ; I doubt and fear 
Both, for [the] other’s safety,’’ and not mine own. 
Know yet, my sons, when of necessity 
You must deceive or be deceived, ’tis better 
To suffer treason, than to act the traitor ; 

And in a war like this, in wdiich the glory 

Is his that’s overcome — Consider then 

What ’tis for which you strive ! Is it the dukedom ? 

Or the command of these so-ready subjects ? 

Desire of wealth ? or whatsoever else 

Fires your ambition, ’tis still desperate madness, 

^ May say it xtoas yoxtr practice.] Practice iii old writers stands 
frequently for stratagem, insidious artifice* 

^ Both for others safety y not my Seward adds the word 

eachy but that now introduced appears more likely to have been 
dropt at the press. ^ , 7,. '■;/ 
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To kill the people which you would be lords of ; 

With fire and sword to lay that country waste 
Whose rule you seek for ; to consume the treasures, 

Which are the sinews of your government, 

In cherishing the factions that destroy it : 

Far, far be this from you ! Make it not question’d 
Whether you can have interest in that dukedom 
■VFIiose ruin both contend ibr. 

Otto. I desire 

But to enjoy my own, which I will keep. 

Ro/fo. And rather than posterity shall have cause 
To say I ruin’d all, divide the dukedom : 

I will accept the moiety. 

Otto. I embrace it. 

Aop^. Bividq me. first, oy tear me limb by limb. 

And let .them find; as maiiy several graves 
As there are villages in Normandy : 

And ’tis less sin, than thus to weaken it. 

To hear it mention’d doth already make me 
Envy my dead lord, and almost blaspheme 
Those powers that heard my prayers for fruitful- 
ness. 

And did not with my fii'st birth close my womb I 
To me alone my second blessing proves 
My first, my first of misery for if that Heaven, 

® To me alone my second Messing proves my firsts 
Myfirst tfmuerytfor ifUeaveatS^c-'] Sophia says, that her 
second blessing inade her fest become a curse to her, which was ] 

certainly the case, as Hollo was the incendiary. — Seicard. 

We do not think she means to reflect on either Otto or Hollo ; 
but to say, “ that her having a second ^n, rendered it unhappy 
for. her that she had a first;” that is, that her misery arose from 
her having more than one, which fruitfulness was to other women 
commonly a blessing. This is plain from her saying immediately 
before, that she could •< 

: — almost blaspheme 

Those potoers t^t heard her prayers Jbr fruiti'dljiiiss. 

And did not with hek first birth close her womb. 
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Which gave me RoUo, there had staid his bounty. 
And Otto, my dear Otto, ne’er had been. 

Or, being, had not been so worth my love. 

The stream of my atfection had run constant 
In one fair current ; all my hopes had been 
Laid up in one, and fruitful Normandy 
In this division had not lost her glories : 

For as ’tis now, ’tis a fair diamond. 

Which being preserved entire, exceeds all value. 
But cut in pieces (though these pieces are 
Set in fine gold by the best workman’s cunning) 
Parts with all estimation : So this dukedom. 

As ’tis yet whole, the neighboming kings may co- 
vet. 

But cannot compass ; which divided, will 
Become the spoil of every barbarous foe 
That will invade it- 

Gis. How this works in both ! 

Bald. Prince Rollo’s eyes have lost their fire, 
Gis. And anger, 

Tliat but even now wholly possess’d good Otto, 
Hath given place to pity. ' 

Aub. End not thus. 

Madam, but perfect what’s so well begun. 

Soph. I see in both fair signs of reconcilement ; 
Make them sure proofs they are so : The fates offer 
To your free choice, either to live examples 
Of piety, or wickedness : If the latter 
Blinds so your understanding, that you cannot 
Pierce through her painted outside, and discover 
That she is all deformity within. 

Boldly transcend all precedents of mischief. 

The rest of the speech confirms- this interpretation. — ^Ed. 1778. 

The first quarto reads—” for if that JAeahen.’’ The second, 
which the modern editions follow, omite that ; which has been re- 
stored, as it heightens the emph^is. The first has “ my first,” 
«nly once. The text is from the second. 
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And let the last and the worst end of tyrannies,** 

The murder of a mother, but begin 

The stain of blood you after are to heighten ! 

But if that Virtue, and her sure rewards. 

Can win you to accept her for your guide. 

To lead you up to Heaven, and there fix you 
The fairest stars in the bright sphere of honour ; 
Make me the parent of an hundred sons. 

All brought into the world with joy, not sorrow^, 

■ And every one a father to his country. 

In being now made mother of your concord ! 
Hollo. Such, and so good, loud Fame for ever 
speak you ! 

Bald. Ay, now they meet like brothers. 

[The h'others throw down their swords^ and em~. 
h'oce. 

-Gis. My heart’s joy 
Flows through my eyes. , ' 

Aub. May never woman’s tongue 
Hereafter be accused, for this one’s goodness ! 

Otto. If we contend,. from this hour, it shall be 
How to o’ercome in brotherly affection. 

Rollo. Otto is Rollo now, and Rollo, Otto ; 

Or, as they have one mind, rather one name. 

From this atonement’ let our lives begin ; 

® And let thAasfj'and the.xoorst end ^tyrannies, 

The murder of a mother, 4rc.] . MrTheobald and Mr Symp- 
son both concur with me in preferring tyrants to tyrannies, as 
the allusion to Nero’s murdering his mother becomes more evi- 
dent. — Setvard. 

The old text is such good sense, that it is wonderful the tri- 
partite partnership of 1750 could not conceive, that, in.explain- 
ing the sense of their alteration, their explanation would serve 
equally well for the old text. The quarto of 1640 reads— “ the 
worst end of tyrannies,” and in tlie next line but one— “ tlie stain 
of blood.” V,. 

^ Atonement,^ i. e* according to the- old writers, recoficiliatiou* 
—Ed. 1778. . ■ 
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Be all the rest forgotten ! 

Aub. Spoke like Eollo ! 

Soph. And, to the honour of this reconcilement, 
We all this night willj at a public feast, 

With choice wines, drown our late fears, and with 
music 

Welcome our comforts. 

Bald. Sure and certain ones. 

Soph. Supported thus, I am secure ! Oh, sons. 
This is your mother’s triumph ! 

Rollo. You deserve it. 

[Exeunt all. hut Grandpree, Verdokt, Trevile, 
Yr and Doprete. 

Grandp. Did ever such a hopeful business end 
thus T® 

Verd. ’Tis fatal to us all; andyet you, Grandpree, 
Have the least cause to fear. 

Granclp. Why, what’s my hope ? 

Verd. The certainty that you have to be bang’d : 
You know the chancdlor’s promise. 

Grandp. Plague upon you I y 

Verd. What think you of^a bath, and a lord’s 
daughter, ' - • - 

To entertain you ? 

Grandp. Those desires are off ; 

Frail thoughts ! ^ All friends ; no Rollians now, nor 
Otto’s 1 

® Did ever such a hopeful business end The second 

quarto reads, Iwpedjbr — In the first, from which the text is taken, 
the two preceding speeches of Sophia and Iloilo are omitted. 

5 Those desires nre o? frail thoughts, - ; ■ ; ■ 

All friends^ no Rollians notv^ Quarto of 1640. That of 
16S9 reads, 

Those desires a7'e off. 

Frail thoughts^ all friends^ no Rollians 7ior Otio^s, 

Here is another instance, in favour of the first quarto; for the 
reading of the second,’ which the modern editions follow, is very 
tame, and scarcely*‘Senigie. ' 
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The several courtesies of our swords and servants 
Defer to after-consequence ; * let’s make use 
Of this night’s fi’eedom, a short parliament to us, 
In which it will be lawfiil to walk freely ; ^ 

Nay, to our drink we shall have meat too, that’s 
No usual business to the men o’ th’ sword. 

Drink deep with me to-night, we shall to-morrow 
Or whip, or hang the merrier. 

JYev, Lead the way then. 


ACT IL iSCENE 1. 


Another Roo^n in the same. 


Enter Latobch and Rollo. 

Lai. Why should this trouble you ? 

Rolh. It does, and must do. 

Tin I find eaise. 

‘ •, ' ■ 

• Vi' ^ yi; vv ' ■ •- „ 1- , . 

^ Defer till apter conseqmnce.'\ So the second quarto. The 
text, whicli is from the first, Seward rejects as a poor tautology. 
Mr Mason, however, properly observes, I see no reason why 
after consequence [which phrase by the bye occurs in old plays 
more than once] should be more tautology than what may follow 
hereafter, which is a common expression/^ 

s make use 

Of this night^ s freedom^ a short parliament to iis^ 

Li >whicji it mil be lavful to wallcji^-ee^.] Mr Sympson thinks, 
that to carry on the metaphor from the parliament^ we should 
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Lot. Consider then, and quickly ; 

And, like a wise man, take the ciurent with you, 
Which, once turn’d head, will sink you. Blest oc- 
casion 

Offers herself in thousand safeties to you ; 

Time standing still to point you out your purpose. 
And Resolution (the true child of Virtue) 

Ready to execute. What dull cold weakness 
Has crept into your bosom, whose mere thoughts, 
Like tempests, ploughing up the sailing forests. 
Even with their swing were wont to shake dowu 
hazards ? 

What is’t ? your mother’s tears ? 

Rollo. Pr’ythee be patient. 

Lat Her hands held up ? her prayers, or her 
curses ? 

Oh, power of pray’r and tears dropp’d by a woman ! * 

read, talk freely^ and indeed I at first alter’d it so myself; but 
considering the privilege of parliament exempting tbe members 
from imprisonment, and the fear Grandpree was in of having only 
one night’s exemption from the present reading seems unex- 
ceptionable. — Seioard, — 

^ Ok, power of paper, dropped through hy a woman.'} So the 
first quarto ; the second substitutes prayer for 2 :)aper, Seward 
and the last editors read by altering the text of iG-iO-: 

Oh, power of prayer and tears dropp’d by a woman 1 

Mason wishes to restore the text of the second folio, [and the 
quarto of 1639,] which he explains in this manner — Latorch 
upbraids Rolio with his weakness, and calls his power a power of 
paper only, so slight as to be destroyed by the dropping of a wo- 
man’s tears.” No one can be more anxious than the editor to pre- 
serve the old text, whenever the least shadow of probability ap- 
pears that it’was not corrupted. In the present instance, however, 
that anxiety must yield *to a superior care for the reputation of 
the poet. Seward’s alteration is violent, it is true; but Mr Ma- 
son’s interpretation is not only violent, but even ludicrous in such 
a degree, that J cannot conceive it to; have been intended by tbe 
author. Such cjonceited allusions euv:poets are seldom guilty of. 
Add to this, that the alteration is well ssupported by the context. 
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Take heed the soldiers see it not ; ’tis miserable, 
In Roilo below miserable ; take heed your friends. 
The sinews of your cause, the strength you stir by. 
Take heed, I say, they find it not ; take heed 
Your own repentance (like a passing-bell) 

Too late and too loud, tell the world you are pe- 
rish’d I 

What noble spirit, eager of advancement. 

Whose employment is, his plough;’ what sword, 
whose sharpness 

Waits but the arm to wield it ; or what hope, 
After the world has blown abroad this weakness, 

as the last editors have observed. . Latorch,” say they, asks. 
What is^t ? your mo therms or her prayers? And then ex- 
claims, - ' ' > ' 

Oh, poxo^r of prayers and tears dropped hy a xnoman ! 

This reading meets with a still stronger confirmation by Rollons 
afterwards saying. 

My mother* s tears, and wmanish cold prayers, 

Farevoelir* 

^ What noble spirit, eager of admncemeni. 

Whose employment is his plough,'] Seward, who had brought 
forward in the last note an ingenious and successful amendment, 
relapses now into his usual practise of hunting for passages which 
he conceives require his helping hand, though their meaning is 
clear as day. He objects to the last line, as being improperly ex- 
pressed and unmetrical. As to the latter objection, it has been 
already sufBciently proved to be futile wherever it is made. He 
reads — 

‘‘ Whose interest is his plough,’’ 

But, as Mason observes, to say that a man’s employment is his 
plough, is saying in other words, that his livelihood depends on 
his being employed. So in the Scornful Lady, the Captain says 
to loung Loveless, 

Thy sword must be thy plough.” 

Seward’s editorial conscience seems to have been touched by his 
needless amendments ; for in the postscript to the volume, he con- 
fesses that he, had more regard to the measure than was ne- 
cessary/’. „ -V ’/v 
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Will move again, or make a wisli for Rollo? 

J2o&. Are we not friends again, by each oath 
ratified? 

Our tongues the heralds of our hearts ? 

Lat, Poor hearts then ! 

Rolb. Our worthier friends—— 

Lat. No friends, sir, to your honour ; 

Friends to your fall ! Where is your understanding. 
The noble vessel that your full soul sail’d in, 
Ribb’d round with honours? where is that? ’tis 
ruin’d. 

The tempest of a woman’s sighs has sunk it. 
Friendship (take heed, sir!) is a smiling harlot. 
That, when she kisses, kills ! A solder’d friendship. 
Pieced out with promises ? Oh, painted ruin ! 
Rollo. Latorch, he is my brother. 

Lat. The more doubted ; 

For hatred hatch’d at home is a tame tiger. 

May fawn and sport, but never leave his nature. 
The jars of brothers, two such mighty ones, 

Ajre like, a sihall stofie thrown into a river, 
Thebreachscarceheard,biU:tyiewthe beaten current. 
And you shall see a thousand angry rings 
Rise in his face, still swelling and still growing : 

So jars circling distrust, distrusts breed dangers. 
And dangers death, the greatest extreme shadow. 
Till nothing bound ’em but the shore, their graves. ® 

® So jars circling distrusts^ distrusts breed dangers^ 

And dangers deaths the greatest extreme shadow, 

TUI nothing hound ^em bid the shore, their graDes,J So the 
first quarto reads : The second exhibits the text thus. 

So jars circling in distrusts, distrusts pull down dangers. 

And dangers death, the greatest extreme shadow. 

Till nothing hound them hut the showers, thdr graces* 

Seward thus alters this passage.: 

So jars distrusts encircle 5-. distrusts dangers, 
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There is no manly wisdom, nor no safet;y-, 

In leaning to tijis league, this piece-patcht mendship. 
This rear’d-up reconcilement on a billow; 

Which, as it tumbles, totters down your fortune. 
Is’t not your own you reach at, law and nature 
Ushering the way before you ? Is not he 
Born and bequeath’d your subject ? 

Rolh. Ha! 

Lat. What fool 

Would give a storm leave to disturb his peace. 
When he may shut the casement ? Can that man 
Has won so much upon you by your pity. 

And drawn so high, that like an ominous comet 
He darkens all jour light ; can this couch’d lion 
(Though now he licks and locks up his fell paws. 
Craftily humming like a cat, tojcozen you) 

But (when ambition whets him, and time fits him) 
Leap to his prey, and seized once, suck your heart 
out? ' r 

Do you make it conscience ? 

Ro/lo. Conscience, Latorch ! what’s that ? 

. Zu/. A fear they tie up fools in. Nature’s coward, 

jind dangers cUath the greatest extreme follows, 

' TUI rtothing bound iJiem‘'hitt the shoar, their graves. 

Finally the last editors adopt the oldest reading, (though they 
apprehend it to have been a correction in the folio of 1679,) with 
the alteration of circling to circle in. Conceiving shadotu to be a 
verb, they put the three words preceding in a parenthesis. But 
theyforgot the previoussimile; Latorch comparesthe consequences 
of hatred among brothers, to the circles produced in the water, 
by throwing in a pebble ; that first produced he compares to dis- 
trust, the second produced by the first to dangers, and the last, 
greatest,” and “ extreme sliadow,” apparent on the water, to 
death, the consequence of jars, distrusts, and dangers consequently 
apprehended. Mason gives nearly the same interpretation of the 
old text, and produces a parallel passage from Pope’s Essay on 
Man, (Bp. IV. v. 361,) where tirat poet “ adopted this beautiful 
passage, but applied it to a different subject.” 
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Palling the blood, * and chilling the full spirits 
With apprehension of mere clouds and shadows. 
Kollo. I know no conscience, nor I fear no sha* 
dows! 

Lat. Or if you did, if there were conscience. 

If the free soul could suffer such a curb 
To the fiery mind; such paddle to put it out;* 
Must it needs, like a rank vine, run up rudely. 
And twine about the top of all our happiness. 
Honour and Rule, and there sit shaking of us?* 
Kollo. It shall not, nor it must not ! I am sa- 
tisfied. 

And once more am myself again. ^ 

My mother’s tears, and womanish cold prayers. 
Farewell ! I have forgot you. If there be Con- 
science, 

Let it not come betwixt a crown and me, 

(Which is my hope of bliss) and I beHeve it. 

Otto, our friendship thus I blow to air, 

s Paulhig the hlood.1 This is the.oldest text. The second quarto 
reads — tastings which Seward altered ta taking or tainting ; but 
faUingi& far better than either of the amendments. 

^ If the free soul could sujffer such a curb 
To the fiery mifid^ such puddles to put it outi] So the old 
quarto reads this passage. The second, 

the free soul could suffer 
The fiery mindy such puddle to put it out* 

Seward, not knowing that the copy of the second folio was a mere 
reprint of the oldest quarto, and thinking the. variations from the 
text of the quarto of 1640 unwarranted corrections, spoils the 
sense of the passage by altering it thus : 

Ifi the free soul could suffer such a curb ; 

The fiery mind such puddle f put if out ; 

* Sit shaking of ?^5.] Sympson proposes to rQdA^shading^ and 
the last editors adopt the variation, which they ** think a happy 
conjecture.’^ But the text is far better^ meaning^ — Should con- 
science inspire us with such terrors, and prevent us from enjoy- 
ing Honour and Rule, the top of all our honours 
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A bubble for a boy to play withal ; 

And aU the vows my weakness made, like this. 
Like this poor heartless rush, I rend in pieces. 

Lat. Now you go right, sir ! now your eyes are 
open. 

Hollo. My father’s last petition’s dead as he is. 
And all the promises I closed his eyes with, 

In the same grave I bury. 

Lat. Now you are a man, sir. 

Bollo. Otto, thou shew’st my winding-sheet be- 
fore me. 

Which, e’er I put it on, like Heaven’s blest fire. 

In my descent I’ll make it blush in blood ! 

(A crown, a crown ! Oh, sacred rule, now fire me !) 
Nor shall the pity of thy youth, false brother. 
Although a thousand virgins kneel before me. 
And every dropping eye a court of mercy. 

The same blood with me, nor the reverence 
Due to my mother’s blessed womb that bred us, 
Bedeem thee from my doubts : Thou art a wolf here. 
Fed with my fears, and I must cut thee fi'om me j * 
No safety else. 

Lat. But be not too much stirr’d, sir, 

Nor too high in your execution : Swallowing waters 
Run deep -and “sdent, till they are satisfied. 

And smile in thousand curls, to gild their craft ; 
Let your sword sleep, and let my two-edged wit 
work. 

This happy feast, the foil joy of your friendship. 
Shall be his last 1 
Rollo. How, my Latorch ? - 

, f Fed with my fears, and I must act thee from me, 

■ ' A crown, a crow^n, oh, sacred rule, now fire me ! 

^0 s'^efy else, 2 We believe the second of these lines to be 
impropertjf repeated here, by some accidental interpolation.-~.£d. 
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Lat. Why thus, sir : 

I’ll presently go dive into the officers 
That minister at table ; gold and goodness. 

With promise upon promise, and time necessary, 
I’ll pour into them. 

Rollo. Canst thou do it neatly ? 

Lat. Let me alone ; and such a bait it shall be. 
Shall take off all suspicion. 

Rollo. Go, and prosper ! 

Lat. Walk in then, and your smoothest face put 
on, sir. {^Exeunt. 

SCENE IL 


Servant^ Hall in the same. 


Enter the Master Cook, Butler, Pantler, Yeoman of 
the CeUax, mtk a jack of beer^ and a dish . . 

Cook. A hot day, a hot day, vengeance hot day, 
boys! 

Give me some drink ; this fire’s a plaguy fretter ! 

[Drinking out of the dish. 
Body of me, I am dry still ! give me the jack, boy j 
This wooden skiff holds nothing. 

Pant. And, ’faith, master. 

What brave new meats ? for here will be old eating. ^ 
Cook. Old and young, boy, let ’em all eat, I have 
it ; 

IhavebaUastfortheirbellies,if they eata’ god’sname. 

* Jack qfheer.'l A leathern tankard.. See y<d. II. p. 172. 
s Here tuill he old eating.'] It , been already observed in 
these notes, that old was frequently used as an augmentative. 
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Let ’em have ten tire of teeth a-piece, I care not. 
But. But what new rare munition ? 

Cook. Pho ! a thousand ; 

PIl make you pigs speak French at table,® and a 
fat swan 

Come sailing’ out of England with a challenge ; 
PU make you a dish of calves’ feet dance the ca- 
naries,® 

^ FU make you pigs speak French at table, and a fat stuan-l 
Mr Theobald very justly strikes out the words at tahle^ as unne- 
cessary to the sense and injurious to the measure — Seward • 

We cannot think Theobald had any right to strike out the 
words, which are not foreign to the sense, and do not render the 
measure more irregular than it is in many other places. Editors 
are not to correct their authors, but io jpulMsh them as the authors 
left them. The measure too in this speech is particularly, and 
perhaps purposely, licentious. — Ed. 1778. 

’ Sctiling,'} So [the second] quarto. Mr Sympson reads scid- 
ling^ which Mr Seward calls an ingenious emendation To be 
sure, if modernizing the orthography of a word, which could not 
be mistaken is ingenious^ this is so. The folio reads, Ed. 

1778. 

j^nd very properly, as it is the reading of the oldest quarto. 

s — dance the canaries^ Sir John Hawkins gives the fol- 

lowing account of this dance. There occurs in the opera of 
Dioclesian [an alteration of the play, which follows next in this 
volume] set t6 music by Eurcell, a dance called the Canaries | oi' 
this, and also another, called Trenchmore, it is difficult to render 
a satisfactory account. The first is alluded to by Shakspeare in 
the following passage : 

Moth^ Master, will you win your love with a French brawl ^ 

Arm, How meanest thou ? brawling in French ? 

Moth. No, my compleat master; but to jigg off a tune at the 
tongue^s end, canary it with your feet, humour it with turning up 
your eye-lids, &-c. 

As to the air itself, it appears by the example in the Opera 
of Dioclesian, to be a very sprightly movement of two reprises, 
or strains, with eight bars in each. The tune three quarters in 
a bar, the first pointed. That it is of English invention, like a 
country dapce, .may be inferred from [bis circumstance, that none 
of the foreign names, that distinguish one kind of air from an- 
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And a consort® of cramm’d capons fiddle to ’em ; 
A calf’s head speak an oracle, and a dozen of larks 
Rise from the dish, and sing all supper time : 

’Tis nothing, boys. I have framed a fortification 
Out of rye-paste, which is impregnable ; ' 

And against that, for two long hours together. 
Two dozen of marrow-bones shall play continually. 
For fish. I’ll make you a standing lake of white-broth. 
And pikes come plowing up the plums before them ; 
Arion-like on a dolphin, playing Lachrymm ; * . 

Other, correspond in the least with this. Nay farther, the appel- 
lation is adopted by Couperin, a Frenchman, who among his les- 
sons has an air which he entitles of Music, lY. 

S91. Mr Douce observes that the dance was performed to a ta- 
bor and pipe. 

^ Consort. ] i. e. Concert. On account of the numerous quib- 
bles on this word, in old plays, it is necessary to preserve the ob- 
solete spelling. 

* I have framed a fortification 

Out of rye-paste, vohick is impregnaUeJ] At the splendid en^ 
tertainments of those days, the, confectioners were very solicitous 
to present these and similar fopperies on the tables of the . great. 
Furnace, the cook, says, in Massihgerfs New Way to pay Old 
Debts:— ' ' 

Since our master, noble Allworth, died, 

Though I crack my brains to find out tempting sauces. 

And raise Jbrtifications in the pastry , 

Such as might serve for models in the Low Countries j 
Which if they had been practised at Breda, 

Spinola might have thrown his cap at it, and ne’ertookit,^^&c. 

* Arion like a dolphin^ playing Lachrymae.] So the first quarto, 
the secpxid — Arion on a dolphin.” I have preferred retaining 
both words, (see voL IL p. 55.) 

Lachrymm, or seven Teares figured in seaven passionate Pa- 
vans, with divers other Pavans, Galiards, and Almaris, set forth 
to the Lute, Viol, or Violin, in five parts.” This is the title of a 
musical publication, composed by John Douland, in the reign of 
James L It seems to have been very popular, as it is alluded to 
in the Knight of the Burning Pestle, in Massinger^s Maid of Ho- 
nour, in his Picture, in Nabbes's Microcosmus, and other old 
plays.- f-';:/-:, 
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And brave king herring with his oil and onion 
Crown’d with a lemon peel, his way prepared 
With his strong guard of pilchers. 

Pant. Ay marry, master ! 

Cooh. All these are nothing: I’ll make you a stub- 
ble goose 

Turn o’ th’ toe thrice, do a cross point presently. 
And then sit down again, and cry, “ come eat me !” 
These areformirth. Now,sir,formatter of mourning. 
I’ll bring you in the lady Loin-of-veal, 

With the long love she bore the Prince of Orange. 
All TIiou boy, thou ! 

Cooh. I have a trick for thee too. 

And a rare trick, and I have done it for thee. 

Yeo. What’s that, good master ? 

Cook. ’Tis a sacrifice : ' 

A full vine bending, like an arch, and under 
The blown god Bacchus, sitting on a hogshead. 
His altar beer ; ^ before that, a plump vintner 
Kneeling, and offering incense to his deity. 

Which shall be only this, red sprats and pilchers. 
Put. This when the table’s drawn, to draw the 
wine on. 

Cooifc. Thou hast it right; and then comes thy 
: spUg, butler. 

Pant. This will be admirable ! • 

Peo. Oh, su, most admirable ! 

, Cooh. If you wiU have the pasty speak, *tis in my 
power; 

I have fire enough to work it. Come, stand close. 
And now rehearse the song, we may be perfect. 
The drinking song ; and say I were the brothers. 

; [ T/ie^ smg. 

^ ® ffis afear here.] So the second quarto. The text is from the 
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THE SONG. 

Drink to-day, and drown att sorrow. 

You shall perhaps not do it to-morrow. 

Best while you have it use your breath j 
There is no drinking after death. 

Wine works the heart up, wakes the wit. 

There is no cure ’gainst age but it. 

It helps the head-ach, cough and ptisk. 

And is for all diseases physic. 

Then let us mill, boys, for our health; 

Who drinks well, loves the commonwealth. 

And he that will to bed go sober. 

Falls with the lecf, still in October. 

Cook. Well have you borne yourselves. A red 
deer pie, boys, 

And that no lean one, I bequeath your virtues. 
What friends hast thou to-day? no citizens ? 

Pant. Yes, father, the old crew. 

Cook. By the mass, true wenches ! 

Sirrah, set by a chine of beef, and a hot pasty. 
And let the joll of sturgeon be corrected : 

And (do you mark, sir ?) stalk me to a pheasant. 
And see an you can shoot her into th’ cellar. 

But. God-a-mercy, lad, send me thy roaring 
bottles,^ 

■* Pant. GodL-^-vcLexcyfldA, send me thy roaring bottles.'} Mr 
Seward, we think properly, gives this speech to the Butler, in- 
stead of the “ sober, grave, honest Pantler, to whom it belongs 
neither by character nor office.” For God-a-mercy, he reads, 
Gramercy, which we cannot think allowable. The [second] 
quarto says, dad ) the folio, [from the first quarto] lad. — Ed. 
1778 . ■■ 
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And -with such nectar I will see ’em fiU’d, 

That aU. thou speak’§t shaU be pure Helicon. ^ — 

JEnter Latoech. 

Monsiem: Latorcli? What news with him ? Save you! 

Lat. Save you, master ! save you, gentlemen ! 
You are casting for this preparation, 

This joyful supper for the royal brothers. 

I am glad I have met you fitly, for to your charge. 
My bountiful brave Butler, I must deliver 
A bevy of young lasses, that must look on 
This night’s solemnity, and see the two dukes, 

Or I shall lose my credit : You have stowage ? 

But. For such freight I’ll find room, and be your 
, ^servant.:,iii;c:y;if,v 

Cook. Bring them ; they shall not starve here ; I’ll 
send ’em victuals 

Shall work you a good turn, though it be ten days ■ 
hence, sir. 

Lat. God-a-mercy, noble master ! 

CooJc. Nay, I’ll do’t. 

Yeo. And wine they shall not want, let ’em drink 
like ducks.: 

Lat. What miseryjit is. that minds so royal. 

And such most honest bounties, as yours are. 
Should be confined thus to uncertainties ? . , 

But. Ay, were the state once settled, then we 
had places ! 

Yeo. Then we could shew ourselves, and help 
our friends, sir. 

Cook. Ay, then there were some savour in’t, where 
now _ ■ 

speaPsf shall he pure Helicon.] Tim is very 
piobably ^ allusion to England’s Helicon, a very fashionable 
poetical misceilaby of the timej printed in KiOO. 


Scene II.] 


OR ROLLO. 


155 


We live between two stools, every hour ready 
To tumble on our noses 5 and for aught we know yet. 
For all this supper, ready to fast the next day. 

Lat. I would fain speak unto you, out of pity. 
Out of the love I bear you, out of honesty, 

For your own goods ; nay, for the general blessing. 
Cook. And we would as fain hear you ; pray go 
forward ! 

Lat. Dare you but think to make yourselves up 
certainties, 

Your places and your credits ten times doubled ? 
The prince’s favour ? Rollo’s? 

But. A sweet gentleman ! .. 

Yeo. Ay, and as bounteous, if he had his right 
too. 

Cook. By the mass, a royal gentleman indeed,boys I 
He’ll make the chimnies smoak ! 

Lat. He would do’t, friends ; 

And you too, if he had his right, true courtiers.® 
What could you want then ? — Dare you ? 

Cook. Pray you be short, , sir. ■ " 

Lat. And. this, my spul upon’t, I dare assure you, 

If you but dare your parts • • ' 

Cook. Dare not me, monsieur ; 

For I that fear nor fire nor water, sir. 

Dare do enough, a man would think. 

Yeo. Believe’ t, sir. 

But make this good upon us you have promised. 
You shall not find us flinchers. 

• Lat. Tlien I’ll be sudden. 



^ HeHl make the chimnies smoak! 

Lat He ^ould dio\ friends ; 

And you too, if he had Ms rights true coiirtiefsJ] That is, he 
would make the chimnies smoke, and make you too, true cour- 
tiers. The grammatical construction does not appear at first view, 
as Latorch refers to the verb w^feih the Cdok^s speech. — Mason* 
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Pant. What may this mean? and whither would 
he drive us? \_dside. 

Lat. And first, f6f w|iiat you must do (because ail 
danger.- 

Shall be apparently tied up and muzzled, 

The matter seeming mighty) there’s your pardons ! 
Pant. Pardons ? is’t come to that ? Good gods, 
defend us! Aside. 

Lat. And here’s five hundred crowns, in bounte- 
ous earnest : 

And now, behold the matter. [Gives each a paper. 
But. What are these, sir ? 

Yeo. And of what nature ? to what use ? 

Lat. Imagine. 

Cooh Will they kill rats ? (they eat my pies abo- 

■ 

Or work upon a woman cold as Christmas ? 

I have an old jade sticks upon my fingers. 

May I taste them ?, ■ . 

Lat. Is your will made ? 

And have you said your prayers? for they’ll pay you. 
And now to come up to you, for your knowledge. 
And for the good you never shall repent you. 

If you be wise men now- 

Cooh. Wise as you will, sir. 

Lat. These must be put then into the several meats 
Young Otto loves 5 by you into his wine, sir. 

Into his bread by you ; by you into his linen. 
Now, if you desire, you have found the means 
To make ye ; and, if ye dare not, ye have found 
Your ruin : Resolve me ere I go. 

But. You’ll keep faith with us ? 

Lat, May I no more see light else ! 

Ccoh. Why, ’tis done then. 

BvMiLTis done. , * 

Pant. It is done — ^which shall be undone. [[Aside, 
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Lat. About it then ! farewell ! 

Ye’re all of one mind ? 

Cook. All. 

All All, all. 

Lat. Why then, all happy i [Evit. 

But, What did we promise him ? 

Yeo. Do you ask that now ? * 

But I would be glad to know what ’tis. 

Pant. I’ll tell you ; 

It is to be all villains, knaves, and traitors. 

Cook. Fine w'holesome titles ! 

But But, if we dare go forward 

Cook. We may be bang’d, drawn, and quarter’d. 
Pant Very true, sir ! • 

Cook. Oh, what a goodly swing 
I shall give the gallows I Yet I think too 
This may be done, and yet we may be rewarded, 
Not with a rope, but with a royal master : — 

And yet we may be bang’d too. 

. Yeo. Say ’twere done ; 

Who is it done for? Is it not for Rollo, 

And for his right?-, i 

Cook. And yet we may be bang’d too. ' 

But Or say he take it, say we be discover’d ? 
Yeo. Is not the same man bound still to protect us? 
Are we not his? 

But Sure he will never fail us. 

Cook. If he do, friends, we shall find that will 
hold us. 

And yet, methinks, this prologue to our purpose, 
These crowns should promise more. ’Tis easily done. 
As easy as a man would roast an egg. 

If that be all : For, look you, gentlemen ! 

Here stand my broths ; my finger slips a little, 
Down drops a dose ; I stir him with my ladle. 

And there’s a dish for ariuke j o/to podrida. 

Here stands abakedmeat, he wants a little seasoning? 
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A foolish mistake ! my spice-box, gentlemen, 

And put in some of this, the matter’s ended ; 
Dredge you a dish of fSovers, there’s the art on’t ; 
Or in a galingale, a little does it.'^ 

Yeo. Or as I fill my wine 

Cook. ’Tis very true, sir, 

Blessing it witfi your hand, thus quick and neatly 
first, 

’Tis past. 

Yeo. And done once, ’tis as easy 
For him to thank us for it, and reward us. 

Pawr. But ’tis a damned sin ! 

Cook. Oh, never fear that. 

The fire’s my play-fellow, and now I am resolved, 
boys. ' 

But. Why then, have with you. 

Yeo. The same for me. 

Pawf. For me too. 

Cook. And now, no more our worships, but our 
lordships. 

Pant. [_Aside.] Not this year, on my knowledge : 
I’ll unlord you. {Exeunt. 

^ Or in a galingale, a little does Tills line is not in the 

first quarto. “ Doctor Hill,” says Mason, “ informs us that^a- 
lingm is a root brought from the East Indies, where it is used 
medicinally, and also as an ingredient in savoury dishes.” 
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SCENE III. 


The State Room in the same. A Banquet fvefared. 


Enter Servant, and Sewer bringing in dishes. 

Serv. Perfume the room round, and prepare the 
table. 

Gentlemen officers, wait in your places. 

Sewer. Make I’enm there ; ^ 3 ' 

Room for the dukes’ meat ! Gentlemen, be bare 
there ; 

Clear all the entrance. Guard, put by those gapers ; 
And, gentlemen-ushers, seethe gallery clear ; 

Tlie dukes are coming on. [^Hautboys, 

Enter Sophia, between BojslS and Otto, AuBREy, 
Latorch, Gisbert,' Baldwin, Attendants, Ha- 
mond, Matilda, and Edith. * " ■ ^ ' ' 

' Serv. \JVhispering to Otto.] ’Tis certainly in- 
form’d. 

Otto. Reward the fellow. 

And look you mainly to it. 

Serv. My life for yours, sir ! 

Soph. Now am I straight, my lords, and young 

My long-since-blasted hopes shoot out in blossoms. 
The fruits of everlasting love appearing. 

Oh ! my blest boys, the honour of my years. 

Of all my cares the bounteous fair fewarders. 

Oh ! let me thus embrace you, thus for ever 
Within a mother’s love lock up your friendships! 
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And,mys\veetsbns,oncemorewithmutualtwinings, 
As one chaste bed begot ye, make one body ! 

[They embrace. 

Blessings from Heaven in thousand show’rs fall 
on ye! 

Auh. Oh, woman’s goodness never to be equall’d! 
May the most sinftil creatures of thy sex. 

But kneeling at thy monument, rise saints ! 

Soph. Sit down, my worthy sous j my lords, your 
places. 

Ay, now methinks the table’s nobly furnish’d ; 
Now the meat nourishes ; the wine gives spirit ; 
And all the room, stuck with a general pleasure. 
Shews like the peaceful bower of happiness. 

Aub. Long may it last 1 and, from a heart fill’d 
, j,. with it. 

Bull as my clip, I give it round, my lords. . 

[They drink. 

Bald. And may that stubborn heart be drunk with 
sorrow. 

Refuses it ! Men dying now should take it. 

And, by the virtue of this ceremony. 

Shake off their miseries, and sleep in peace. 

RoUo. You are sad, my noble brother. 

OtfoV No, indeed, sir. 

Soph. No sadness, my sweet son, this day. 

Rollo. Pray you eat ; - 

Something is here you have loved; taste of this <&h, 
It will prepare your stomach. 

Otto. Thank you, brother : 

I am not now disposed to eat. 

Rollo. Or that ; 

(You put us out of heart, man) QWe, these baked 
meats ■ 

Were ever your best diet*? 

None, I thank you. 

Sopk Aye you well, noble child ? 


161 


Scene III] OR ROXLO. 

Otto. Yes, gracious mother; 

Rollo. Give him a cup of wine, then.— ’Pledge the 
health; 

Drink it to me ; I’ll give it to my mother. 

Sojili. Do, my' best child. 

Otto. I must not, my best mother. 

Indeed I dare not ; for, of late, my body 
Has been much weaken’d by excess of diet ; 

The promise of a fever hanging on me. 

And even now ready, if not by abstinence 

Rollo. And will you keep it in this general free- 
dom?’ "" 

A little health preferr’d before our friendship ? 
Otto. I pray you excuse me, sir. ' 

RoUo. Excuse yourself, sir ; 

Come, ’tis your fear, and not your fever, brother. 
And you have done me a most worthy kindness ! — 
My royal mother, and you, noble lords. 

Hear, for it now concerns me to speak boldly : 
What faith can be expected fi’om his vows ; 

From his dissembling smiles, what fruit of friend- 
ship *5’ 

From dl his fuU embraces, what blest issue ; 

When he shall brand me here for base suspicion ? 

He takes me for a poisoner 

So-ph. Gods defend it, son ! 

Rolh. For a foul knave, a villain, and so fears 
me.® 

^ Bollo. And Hmllyou heep it in this general freedom ; 

A Utde health prferr^dh fore our friendships 
Otto, I prdf^^excuse me, sir, 2 These lines are not found 
in the old quarto, one can well doubt of their being 

nmm,^Setvard* 

They are found in the hirst quarto, though not in the second. 

s For a fold knwm^ 4'c.] Th^^toos of, and 1750 omit 
this line ; not, as we suppose^ it, but through 

inattention in the editors of adverted to by 

those,of 1750.— Ed. 177S, : 
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Otto. I could say something Yoo. 

Soph. You must not so, sir, 

Without your great forgetfulness of virtue : 

This is your brother, and your honour’d brother. 
Indeed your loving brother. 

Rollo. If he please so. _ , 

Soph. One noble father, with as noble thoughts. 
Begot your minds and bodies; one care rock’d you; 
And one truth to you both was ever sacred. 

Now fy, my Otto ! whither flies your goodness ? 
Because the right hand has the power of cutting. 
Shall the left presently cry out ’tis maim’d ? 

They are one, my child, one power, and one per- 
formance, 

And, join’d together thus, one love, one body. 

jM*.radfeeechyourgrace,taketoyourthoughts 
More certaih counsellors than doubts and fears ; 
They strangle nature, and disperse themselves 
(If once believed) into such fogs and errors 
That the bright truth herself can never sever. 

Your brother is a royal gentleman. 

Full of himself, honour, and honesty ; 

And take heed, sir, how nature bent to goodness. 
So straight a cedar to himself, uprightness. 

Being wrested from his true use, prove not dan- 
gerous. ® 

^ And take fieed^ sir^ how Nature henf to goodness^ 

( So straight a cedar to himself) uprightness 
Be wrested from his true use, prove not dangerous,'} This 
passage, which as it has been hitherto printed, seemed to Mr 
Sympson quite unintelligible, like a chrystal stream disturbed in 
a bright day, contains the glittering fragments of a most poetic 
sentiment 1 strike out the parenthesis, and read itself for Mm* 
'•■Mf it being evident that uprightness is the straight cedar. Being 
restores the grammar, and line, growth^ or course^ instead 
either of them carry on the metaphor ; so will base^ 
and ks that is nearest the trace of the letters, though it but thk 
instant occurred^ I shall venture it into the tesct* — Sexmrd,, 




Scene III.] 


OR ROLLO. 


16S 


Roth. Nay, my good brother knows I am too pa- 
tient. 

Lat Why should yourgrace think him a poisoner? 
Has he no more respect to piety ? 

And, but he has by oath ti^ up his fury. 

Who durst but think that thought ? 

Aub. Away, thou firebrand ! 

Lat. If men of his sort, of his power, and place. 
The eldest son in honour to this dukedom 


Bald. For shame, contain thy tongue, thy poi^ 


sonous tongue. 




Seward reads— 

And take heed, sir, how Nature bent to goodness. 

So straight a cedar in zYself, uprightness, 

Being wrested from its true base^ prove not dangerous. 

In which, says Masoni the editors have [Seward has] made 
no less than five [six] amendments, one only of which appears 
to be necessary, viz. the reading of heing^ instead of be^ in the 
last line, which both the sense and the grammar seem to require. 
The reading of base instead of me is not warranted ; for me does 
not mean benefit or advantage, but usage or purpose : and the 
changing the personal pronouns and AzV, in the second and 

third lines, take^ off from the poetical cast of the language, and 
redltces it to prose. The right of personifying virtues and pas- ' 
sions has been assumed by all dramatic writers, and by none more 
frequently than by Shakspeare. In this very play, [Act III. Sc. 
I.) Rollo says— 

For Heaven His makes ^em wise, as it makes me just, 

As it preserves me, as I now survive 
By Ms strong hand to keep you all alive. 

** ^d in the Lover’s Progress, Lidian says to Lisiander, 

' As yt)U are a true soldier, court your honour : 

Though hg-ltern^ sbe is honest*”— ' ^ 

Another very app^ffe instance occurs in the Prophetess, 


— : — Nothing's more uncertain, my Aurelia^ ^ 
Than powder that stands not oa Ms proper basis. 
But borrows foundation— , ^ i 


After all, I cannot but fiuspectt|ie;lass bnedr jnore lints in the 
text, ■ 
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That with her burning venom infect all. 

And once more blow a wildfire through the duke- 
dom! 

Gis. Latorch, if thou be’st honest, or a man. 
Contain thyself. 

Aub. Go to ; no more ! by Heaven, 

You’ll find you have plaid the fool else ! not a wmrd 
more! 

Soph. Pr’ythee, sweet son ! 

Mollo. Let him alone, sweet mother. — And, my 
lords, 

To make you understand how much I honour 
T his sacred peace, and next my innocence, 

And to avoid all further difference 
Discourse -may draw on to a Way of danger, 

I quit' my plfe, and fake my leave for this night. 
Wishing a general joy may dwell among you. 

Aub. Shall we wait on your grace ? 

Eollo. I dare not break you. — 

Latorch ! [^E^eunt Rollo and Latorch. 

Soph. Do you now perceive your brother’s sweet- 
ness?’ [_Aparl to Otto. 

Otto. Oh, mother, tliat your tenderness had eyes, 
Discerning eyes, what would this man appear then ! 
The tale of Sinon, When he took upon him 
To ruin Troy ; with what a cloud of cunning 
He hid his heart, nothing appearing outwards 
But came like innocence, and dropping pity, !. : • 
Sighs that Wodld sink a navy, and ha,d tales 
Able to take ’the ears of saints ; belief too j'’ i 
And what did all these ? blew the fire to Ilium ! 

' Soph. Do you nm percme your hrcdker^s stveeiness ?] 
line is from the second quarto. .. 

^ take the ear oj saints’ belief too.] Tiii.s is the absurd 

reading.^rf the last edition. .That in the test is from the first 
quarto and folio. \ 
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Scene III.] OR ROLIiO^ 

His crafty art (but more refined by study) ^ 

My brother has put on ; Oh, I could tell you, 

But for the reverence I bear to nature. 

Things that would make yoiu' honest blood move 
backward.^ 

Soph, You dare tell me ? 

Otto. Yes, in your private closet. 

Where I will presently attend you. Rise I 
I am a little troubled, but ’twill off. 

Soph. Is this the joy I look’d for ! 

Otto. All will mend ; 

Be not disturb’d, dear mother; I’ll not fail you. 

\_Ea!eunt^vmx and Otto» 
Bald. I do not like this. ' ' ^ ; 1.., 

Aub. That’s still in our powers ; 

But how to make it so that we may like it 

Bald. Beyond us ever ! — Latorch, methought, 
was busy ; , 

That fellow, if not looked to narrowly, _ 

Will do a sudden mischief. > 

Aub. Hell look ;tp hm ! , ■ - - . ■ 

For if thereinay be a devil above all yet, 

That rogue will make him. Keep you up this night; 
And so will I, for much I fear a danger. _ 
Bald. I will, and in my watches use my prayers. 

\^Exeunt. 

3 His crafty art [hit more refined by study).'] This line, so ne- 
cessary to the sense, and undoubtedly genuine, is not m the 
niiarto but in the folio of 1679. — Seward* 

It h in the first quarto, which Seward and the last editors nevei 

savf, or, seemgi ntTer examined. 








r.' 
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The p'ivate Room of the Duchess in the same, 


Enter Sophia, Otto, Matilda, and Edith. 

Otto. You wonder, madam, that, for all the shows 
My brother Rollo makes of hearty love, 

A»d dukedom 'twixt us, 

should stand still suspicious, 

'As if, beneath those Veils, he did convey 
Intents anS practices of hate and treason 
So^hi It- breeds indeed my wonder. 

Otto. Which makes mine. 

Since 'tis so safe and broad a beaten way. 

Beneath the name of firiendship to betray. 

Soph. Though, in remote aiid further-off af- 
. fectionSi 

These falsehoods are so common, yet in him 
They cannot so force nature. 

Otto. The more near 

The bands of truth bind, the more oft they sever. 
Being better cloaks to cover falsehood ever. 

Soph. Itcannotb.e,thatfruits the treeso blasting,'^ 


Scene I] ' ; ^ OE UOLLO. i ei 

Can grow in nature. Take heedj gentle son. 

Lest some suborned suggester of these treasons, 
Believed in him by you,. provoke the rather 
His tender envies to such foul attempts ; 

Or that your too much love to rule alone 
Breed not in him this jealous passion : ^ 

There is not any ill we might not bear. 

Were not our good held at a price too dear* 

Otto. So apt is Treachery to be excused. 

That Innocence is still aloud abused ; 

The fate of Virtue even her friends perverts. 



understand it in this sense. It cannot he that Jruit§ so blasting the 
tree from uohence they sprung should gro'w'tn ncdufe,. Here Kolh 
is the fruit, she herself the tree, one of whose natural branched 
Hollo would blast, and by consequence the tree itself . — Seuoard, 

Mr Seward is certainly right in his reading and explanation ; 
and yet, by a strange confusion of ideas, quite wrong in his com- 
mentary. It is plain from the speech of Otto, to which this is an 
immediate answer, that Falsehood is the supposed and Truth 
the tree ; Rollo being here accused of engrafting treachery on 
friendship, and murder on the shews of natural afiectidn and con- 
' sanguinity.— Ed. 1778. . , 

I should rather be inclined to prefer Seward^s comment; but 
the reader jsleft to the choice of either one or the other. . 

5 — — Talce lieed^ gentle son, 

Lest some suborned suggester of these treasons. 

Believed in him by you, provoked the rather 
His tender enmes to such foul attempts ; 

Or that your too much loce to rule alone. 

Breed not of him this jealous passion.!^ So the second quarto. 
The first reads the last line. 

Breed 7iot in him this jealous passion. 

The last editors observe, that Mr Seward, in the third line, 
reads provoke instead of provoked ; which word, says he, would 
imply Sophia^s belief of Rollons attempt, which she did not give 
credit to/ In this variation we think him perfectly right ; but 
not in his restoring the last line from the quarto^ which appears 
evidently corrupt. The meaning of the passage is, ^ Take care 
lest your suspicion should provoke his violence, or your ambition 
his Jealousy^’^ 
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To plead for Vice oft-times against their hearts : 
Heaven’s blessing is her curse, which she must bear. 
That she may never love [herself too dear.]® 

Soph. Alas, my son, hpr fate, nor Heaven itself. 
Can or would wrest my whole care of your good 
To any least secureness in your ill : 

What I urge issues from my curious fear. 

Lest you should make your means to ’scape, your 
snare : ' , . 

Doubt of sincereness is the only mean. 

Not to incense it, but corrupt it clean. 

Otto. I rest as fkr from wrong of all sincereness. 
As he flies from the practice. Trust me, madam, 

I know by their confessions he suborn’d, 

^hat I should eat, drink, touch, or only have 

^1||H*e^^g-feast, was poison’d : But I fear ■ - 
His violence more, that treacherous odds, 
WhicVhej in his insatiate thirst of rule, , v 

Is like tb'^ecute. 

Soph. Believe it, son, 


^ Heaven'* s blessing is her curse^ vohich she must bear^ 

That she may never love- - 

Soph* Mas^ my son, Tlie second line is left tliiis impev- 
feet in sense and measure in all the editions, fiy observing the 
tendency of the sense one may ask, what is th^isipral reason why 
Virtue in this life should be permitted by Heavto to fall under 
obloquy and disgrace I Lest self-approbation and ^Ifdove should 
puff np the heart of the virtuous . man /to. pride and vanity. Tlie 
following words give this sense, and complete the rhyme* 

— tv/iich she must bear^ 

That she may never love herself too dear. 

After this had occurred, by looking back I found this made a di- 
4|j:©ct parody to the conclusion of Sophia’s last speech. 

might not beary • 

not OUT good held at a pice too dear. 

: This thereat, e adds greatly to the probability of the conjecture.— 


Scene L] 


OR ROtLO. 
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If still his stomach be so foul to feed 
On such gross objects, and that thirst to rule 
The state alone be yet unquench’d in him, 
Poisons, and such close treasons, ask more time 
Than can suffice his fiery spirit’s haste : 

And, were thcEe in him such desire to hide 
So false a practice, there would likewise rest 
Conscience and fear in him of open force ; 

And therefore close nor open you need foar. 

Mat. Good madam, stand not so inclined to 
trust 

What proves his tenderest thoughts to doubt it just. 
Who knows not the unbounded flood and sea,^ 

In which my brother Rollo’s appetites. 4^' 

Alter and rage ? with every puff and Breath," '' ^ 
His swelling blood exhales ; and therefore hehr, 
What gives my temperate brother cause to use 
His readiest circumspection, and copsult 
For remedy ’gainst all his wicked p^^posefe. 

If he arm, arm ; if he strew mines of treason. 

Meet Ifim with countermines : ’Tis justice still 
i^For goodtiess’ sake) to encounter ifi with ill. 

Soph. Avert from us such justice, equal Heaven,® 

! ’ Who knoxvs 7iot the itnhounded flood and sea^ 

In which my brother Rolld^s appetites 
Alter and rage with every piiff and breath ? 

His swelling blood exhales.] This punctuation, Mr Seward 
truly remarks, ‘‘ greatly diminishes the extreme beauty of the 
metaphors. Exhales signifies, boils and flings off vapours, as the 
sea in storms does its spray. This is the true meaning of the 
Avord, from the Latin exhaler e. We corrupt it when we say the 
sun exhales vapours from the sea/’ — Ed. 1778. 

In the first quarto there is no sign of interrogation. 

^ Equal Heavenly Equal is here used in the sense of the Latin 
word mquus^ and means javour able ^propitious. — Ed. 1778. 

Rather just^ wipartiaL The former word could not be here 
used, as justice occurs twice in this short speech. Equal was 
used in the same sense frequently^ for iokance in the Knight of 
Malta': ■■ .-tv- ■ 

** What, could this thief have, had his cause been equal 
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And all such cause of justice ! 

Otto. Past all doubt 
(For all the sacred privilege of night) 

This is no time for us to sleep or rest in : 

Who knows not all things holy are prevented 
With ends of all impiety ? all but 
Lust, gain, ambition.'^ 

Enter Rollo armed^ and Latorch, 

Rollo. Perish all the world 
Ere I but lose one foot of possible empire. 


f y Who Jcmm not all things holy are prevented, 
impiety y all hut 

hmUtionr\ Seward supposes that twq »hemistichs 
beeh .loi^ -in this place, which he has thus attempted tc^ 

Who hnh'ws not all things holyjtre perverted 
To th^ ends of all impiety ? thus darkness 
Lulls all things in security, all but 
Lusty gainy amhitmi. 

The last editors observe that it has been suggested to them, that, 
by understanding the word prevented in a sense which it not in- 
frequently bears, that of being btforehandy or taking^ 
here inculcates the doctrine,' that impiety oversways righte&s^ss, 
and all considerations hut those of lust, gain, and ambitSni^ 
Mason pronounces the old reading corrupt, and proposes a re- 
medy, by reading by for buty at the end of the second line ; which 
produces an extremely harsh expression. His observation, that 
the word withy in the second linCj has the force ofhyf is how- 
ever correct, and he supports it by a quotation from the Lovers® 
Progress, but the phrase is so common that instances are need- 
less. — The passage in the text is certainly obscure, but I believe 
the authors must be charged with inadvertency and inaccuracy of 
language. Otto had said that this was no time to sleep in, and 
“then continues : Who knows not that all things holy, (and 
l^ongst the rest sleep) are prevented by the ends or purposes of 
toipKty f ^ In the remainder of the speechi Otto (no doubt very 
pbscurely ); paeans to say, tliat lust, gain, and ambition, are watch- 
ful in the night, and by that means prevent those subject to these 
vices from enjoying rest. 
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By sleights and colour used by slaves and wretches ! 
I am exempt by birth from both those curbs. 

And sit above them in all justice, since 
1 sit above in power : Where power is given. 

Is all the right supposed of earth and Heaven. 
Lot. Prove both, sir ; see the traitor ! 

Otto. He comes arm’d ; 

See, mother, now your confidence ! 

Soph. What rage affects this monster ? 

Bolh. Give me way, or perish ! 

Soph. Make thy way, viper, if thou thus affect it ! 
Otto. This is a ti'easbn like thee ! 

TLolh. Let her go ! 

Soph. Embrace me, wear me as thy shM^myson j 
And through my breast let his rude weapon run, 
To thy life’s innocence ! 

Otto. Play not two parts, . , 

Treacher* and coward both, but yield a sword. 
And let thy arming thee be odds enough’^* 
Against my naked bosom ! 

Rollo. Loose his hold 1 . , 

Mat. Forbear, base murderer 
JRollo. Forsake our mother ! 

Soph. Mother dost thou name me. 

And put off nature thus ? 

Rollo. Forsake her, traitor. 

Or, by the spoil® of nature, thorough hers. 

This leads unto thy heart ! 

Otto. Hold ! 

Soph. Hold me still. 

Otto, For twenty hearts and lives, I will not ha-; 
zard 



^ Treacher^ This obsolete word, which occurs in another pait 
of this plaj, was frequently used iox traitor. / , 

^ So the first quarto. Tlie text is from the second* 


m the bloody BROTHEE, [Act III. 

One drop of blood in yours, ^ 

Sofk Oh, thou art lost then ! 

O#o. Protect my innocence. Heaven ! 

Sop/i> Call out murder ! 

ilfflif. Be murder’d all, but save him I 

Edith. Miirder ! murder ! 

Rollo. Cannot I reach you yet ? 

Otto. No, fiend. [They wrestle, Eolloj^&, 
Rolh. Latorch, 

Rescue ! Pm down. 

; Lat. Up then ; your sword cools, sir : 

Ply it i’ th’ flame, and work your ends out. 

Rollo. Ha! 

Have at you there, sir ! 




Enter Aubbet. 


'Jiub. Author of prodigies. 

What are these ? 

Otto. Oli^ give me a weapon, Aubrey ! 

• ' \iHe is stabhed. 

Soph. Oh, part ’em, part ’em ! 

Azib. Por Heaven’s sake, no more ! 

No more resist his fury ; no rage can 
Add ^ h%!mischief-ddtoe'! y [Dies. 

Soph.‘^tke spirit, my Otto ; 

Heaveni:|Anok s,ee. theg^die. tl^® . . • 

And nothing'^ivcl l^t desffi of every goodness. 
Soph. Oh, he hath slain his brother j curse him, 
Pleaven ! 

Rollo. Curse and be cursed ! it is the fruit of 
cursing.— 

^brch, take ofi'here ; bring too of that blood 
To colour o’er my shirt ; then raise the court, 

5 One drop blood in yours.] Yours refers to heaA,— Mason. 


Scene 1.3 OR ROLLO. i7S 

And give it out how he attempted us, 

lii our bed naked. Shall the name of brother 

Forbid us to enlarge our state and powers ? 

Or place affects of blood above our reason. 

That teUs us all things good against another. 

Are good in the same line against a brother ? 

[Exeunt Rollo and Latokch. 

Enter Gisbert and Baldwin. 


Gis. What affairs^ inform these outcries ? 

Aub. See, and grieve. 

' Gfcr'firihce .Otto : slain^ 

Bald. Oh, execrable slaughter ! 

What hand hath author’d it ? ‘ 

Auh. Your scholar’s, Baldwin. 

Bald. Unjustly urged, lord Aubrey, as if I, 

For being his schoolmaster, mustteach this doctrine. 
You are his counsellor 5 did you advise him 
To this foul parricide ? 

Gis. If rule affects this licence, who would live 
To worse than die^ in-fot^ce of his obedience f 
Bald. Heaven’s cold and lingering spirit to pu- 
nish sin, 

And human blood so fiery to commit it. 

One so outgoes the other, it will never 
Be turn’d to fit obedience. 

Aub. Burst it then 

With his full swing given. Where it brooks no 
bound. 

Complaints of it are vain ; and all that rests 
To be our refuge (since our powers are strengthless) 


•* Affects qfhlood^ Affect occurs very frequency for passions,, 

affections. 

^ What affairs inform these Theobald xqzAb. fears ; 

but the old text is better, and. means simply, — ^Wliat affairs do 
these outcries indicate ^ ■ 
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Is, to conform our wills to sulfer freely® 

What with our murmurs we can never master. — 
Ladies, be pleased with what Heaven’s pleasure 
suffers ; 

Erect your princely countenances and spirits, 

And, to redress the mischief now resistless. 

Sooth it in show, rather than curse or cross it ; 
Wish all amends, and vow to it your best. 

But, ’till you may perform it, let it rest. 

Gts. Those temporizings are too dull and servile 
To breathe the free air of a manly soul. 

Which shall in me expire in execrations. 

Before for any life I sooth a murderer ! 

Bald. Pour lives before him, till his own be dry 
Of all life’s services and human comforts ! 

None left that looks' at Heaven is half so base’ 

To do tiiese black and hellish actions grace ! 


^ Js to mi^orm our ^ills to sivffer freely •"] P’assive obedience and 
iion-resistanoe^to princes, being the absurd but almost universal 
doctrine <£ our author’s age, Aubrey is upon that principle a verj 
complete character* And every reader, who wants to form a true 
taste of any poem, should always use an occasional conformity to 
the doctrines and tenets of the Uge the poet wrote in. Without 
this,, the ch^actera of Amintor in the Maid’s Tragedy, of Aecius 
in Yaleutini^, together with many inferior cha- 

racters, will not be near so interesting as they really deserve to 
be. — Semr(L 

Surely of these characters can be considered uninte- 
resting, whether we kdopt the of biir ancestors or not. 

A character may not be pirfect^ and yet interest us more than 
if he was so. * 

^ None left that looks at Heamn is half so base 
To do those black and hellish actions grace.'] So the first quarto^ 
The second quarto reads, 

I ft that looks at Heaven *s I ft halfe so base, 

is by no means so good as the first reading, though re- 
last editors. ' ■ 


'V . . ^ ^ ^ : 
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Enter Rollo, Latorch, Hamond, a7id Guard. < 

Rollo. Haste, Latorch, 

And raise the citjr, as the court is raised. 
Proclaiming the abhorr’d conspiracy 
In plot against my life. 

Lat. I shall, my lord. . \Ej;tt 

Rollo. You there that mourn upon the justly slain. 
Arise and leave it, if you love your lives ! 

And hear from me what (kept by you) may save 
you. ' 

Mat What will the butcher do ? I will not stir. . 
Rollo. Stir, and unforced stir, or stir liever.more 1 
Command her, you grave beldam, that kh^ better 
My deadly resolutions, since I drew them 
From the infective fountain of your own ; 

Or, if you have forgot, this fiery prompter f 
Shall fix the fresh impression on your heart ! 

Soph. Rise, daughter j serve his will in what we 
may, 

Lest what we may not he enforce the rather. — , . 

Is this all you command us ? ' * 

Rollo. This addition 
Only admitted ; that, when I endeavour 
To quit me of this slaughter, you presume not 
To cross me with a syllable ; for your souls 
Murmur® nor think against it ; but weigh well. 

It will not help your ill, but help to more. 

And that my hand, wrought thus far to my will. 
Will check at nothing till his circle filL 

Mat. Fill it, so I consent not j but who sooths it 
Consents, and who consents to tyranny does it. 

* To cross me itiith a syllaUe, x\ar your souls.l So the second 
quarto and the last edition. The text with a small variation in the 
pointing, is from the first. .• 
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Mollo. False traitress, die then with him ! 

Auh. Are you mad. 

To offer at more blood, and make yourself 
More horrid to your people ? I’ll proclaim. 

It is not as your instrument will publish. 

Bollo. Do, and take that along with you.— [Au- 
BREY disarms Mm,2 So nimble 1 
Resign my sword, and dare not for thy soul 
To offer what thou insolently threat’nest, 

One word proclaiming cross to what Latorch 
Hath in commission, and intends to publish. 

Jub. Well, sir, not for your threats, but for. your 
good. 

Since more hurt to you would more hurt you-' 
, . . country. 

And that you must make virtue of the need 
That now;©Dmpels you. I’ll consent, as far 
As sSence argues, to your will proclaim’d. 

And since no more sons of your princely father 
Survive to rule but you, and that I wish 
You should rule like your father, with the love 
And zeal of all your subjects, this foul slaughter 
That now you have committed, made ashamed 
With that fair blessing, that, in place of plagues. 
Heaven tries our mending disposition with. 

Take here your sword ; which now use like a prince, 
And no more like a tyrant. 

Roflo. This smmds well; . 

Live, and be gracious with us. 

Gis. 4’ Bald. Oh, lord* Aubrey ! 

Mat. He flatter thus ? \^Aside to Sophia. 

Soph. He temporizes fitly. 

Rollo. Wonder invades me 

" -V,'? 

^ Wonder invades me /] These words Seward and the last edi« 
tors separate from Aubrey’s speech, the former giving them to 
Sophia, and the latter to Baldwin and Gisbert conjunctiy. But 
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Do you two think much 

That he thus wisely, and with need, consents 

To what I author for your country’s good, 

You being my tutor, you my chancellor ? 

Ois. Your chancellor is not your flatterer, sir. 
Bald. Nor is’t your tutor’s part to shield such 
doctrine. 

Rollo. Sir, first know you, 

In praise of your pure oratory that raised you. 

That when the people (who I know by this 
Are raised out of their rests, and hastening hither 
To witness what is done here) are arrived 
With our Latorch, that you, ex tempore. 

Shall faslnon an oration to acquit . /,? . 

And justify this forced fact of mine 
Or for the proud refusal lose your head. 

Gis. I fashion an oration to acquit you ? 

Sir, know you then, that ’tis a thing less easy 
To excuse a parricide than to commit it. 

Rollo. I do not wish you, sir, to excuse me, 

But to accuse my brother, as the cause 
Of his own slaughter, by attempting mine. . : 

Gis. Not for the world ; I should pour blood on 
blood! 

It were another murder, to accuse 
Him that fell innocent. 

Rollo. Away with him! 

Hence, hale him straight to execution ! 

though old poets are not always very accurate, they seldom are so . 
very lax as to give such an exclamation as diis to more than one 
man. It is very different from the former joint address of Gisbert 
and Baldwin to Aubrey, which might be used by twenty persons, 
at once. Rollo may either hypocritically pretend astonishment 
at the surprise expressed by Gisbert and Baldwin, at Aubrey’s 
wishes for the good of his country ; or he may speak the words 
aside, being himself surprised at Aubrey’s speech. I prefer the ; 
former supposition 
: - voi, VII. ' ' 
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Aub. Far fly such rigour your araendful hand. 
RoUo. He perishes with him that speaks for him ! 
Guard, do your office on him, on your lives’ pain. 
Gis. Tyrant, ’twill haste thy own death. 

[_ He is seized. 

RoUo. Let it wing it ! 

He threatens me: Villains, tear him piece-meal 
hence 1 

Guard. 'Avaunt, sir. 

Ham. Force him hence 1 
RoUo. Dispatch him, captain : 

And bring me instant word he is dispatch’d, 

And how his rhetoric takes it. 

Ham. I’ll not fail, sir. 

RoUo. Captein, besides remember this in chief; 
That, being executed, you deny 
To all his friends tW rites of funeral. 

And cast his carcase out to dogs and fowls. 

Ham. ’Tis done, my lord. 

RoUo. Upon your life, not fail ! 

[ Exeunt Hamond, Gisbert, and Guard. 
Bald. What impious daring is there here of 
Heaven ! 

Rolh. Sir,now prepare yourself, against the people 
Make here their entry, to discharge the oration 
He hath denied my will. 

Bald. For fear of death ? 

Ha, ha, ha! _ , 

Rolh. Is death ridiculous with you ? 

Works misery of age this, or thy judgment ? 

Bald. Judgment, false tyrant ! 

Rolh. You’D make no oration then ? 

' Bald. Not to excuse, 

But aggravate thy murder, if thou wilt; 

Which I will so enforce. I’ll make thee wreak it 
(With hate of what thou win’st by’t) on thyself, 
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7-11“°*” murdfr. 

Mouo. 1 11 answer you anon ! 

Enter Latorch. 

Lat The citizens » 

Are^astmg, sir, in heaps, all full resolved, 

%s:’srLafoS! 

iJnfer Hamond Gisbert’s 

Ham. ^e, sir, here’s Gisbert’s head. 

^«o. Good speed. Was’t with a sword ? 

An axe, my lord. 

Rol/o. An axe ? ’twas vilely done ! I would have 

My own fine headsman done it with a sword. 

Go, take this dotard here, and take his head 
Off with a sword. 

Ham. Your schoolmaster ? 

, ' [Baldwin ^s seized 

teaching thee no better ; ^tis the best 

Of all thy damned justices !— Away, 

Captain ; ru follow. ^ 

JJdii/t. Oh, stay there, duke j 

in the .nidst 

Heal a poor mmd’s petitions, hear a daughter. 

The only daughter of a wretched father ' 

Oh, stay your haste, as you shall need this mercy > 
Rolh. Away with this tbnd woman ! ^ 

iLazt/u You must hear xnCj 
If there be any spark of pity in you, 

It sweet humanity and mercy rule you] 

1 do confess you are a prince, your anger 
As great as you, your execution greater—— 
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" B-ollo. Away with him ! 

Edith. Oh, captain, by thy manhood. 

By her soft soul that bare thee— I do confess, sir. 
Your doom of justice on your foes most righteous — 
Good noble prince, look on me ! 

Rollo. Take her from me ! 

Edith. A curse upon his life that hinders me ! 
May father’s blessing never fall upon him, 

May Heaven ne’er hear his prayers ! I beseech you. 
Oh, sir, these tears beseech you, these chaste hands 
woo you, 

That never yet were heaved but to things holy. 
Things like yourself! You are a god above us ; 

Be as a god then, full of saving mercy ! 

Mercy, oh, mercy, sir, for his sake mercy, 

That, when your stout heart weeps, shall give you 

pity! 

Here I must grow. 

Rolh. By Heaven, I’d strike thee, woman ! 
Edith. Most willingly ; let all thy anger seize me. 
All the most studied torments, so this good man. 
This old man, and this innocent, escape thee ! 
Rollo. Carry him away, I say! 

Edith. Now blessing on thee ! Oh, sweet pity, 

I see it in thy eyes. — I charge you, soldiers. 

Even by the prince’s power, release my father ! - 
The prince is merciful ; why do you hold him ? 
The prince forgets his fury ; why do you tug him P' 
He is old j why do you hurt him ? Speak, oh, speak, 
sir ! • 

Speak, as you are a man ! a man’s life hangs, sir, 

A friend’s life, and a foster life, upon you. - 
’Tis but a word, but imrcy quickly spoke, sir. 

Oh, speak, prince, speak ! . ; . 

* The prince, 4'c-] This line is not in the first quarto. 
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Rollo. Will no man here obey me ? 

Have I no rule yet? As I live, he dies 
That does not execute my will, and suddenly ! 
Bald. All that thou carist do takes but one short 
hour from me. 

Rollo. Hew olf her hands ! 

Lady, hold off ! 

No, hew ’em ; 

Hew off my innocent hands, as he commands you ! 
They’ll hang the faster on for death’s convulsion.— 
\_E,xit Baldwin mtk the Guard. 
Thou seed of rocks, will nothing move thee then ? 
Are all my tears lost ? all my righteous prayers 
Drown’d in thy drunken wrath? I stand up thus 
then,'’ 

Thus boldly, bloody tyrant, 

And to thy face, in Heaven’s high name, defy thee I 
And may sweet Mercy, when thy soul sighs for it; 
W’hen under thy black mischiefs thy flesh trembles ; 
When neither strength, nor youth, nor friends, nor 
- 

Can stay one hour ; when thy most wretched con- 
science. 

Waked from her i'eam of death, like fire shall melt 
thee ; * 

When all thy mother’s tears, thy brother’s wounds^ 
Thy people’s fears and curses, and my loss, 

a 1 stand thtis then ; 

Thus boldly, bloody f utant^ 

And to thy face in Heaven’s high name dfy thee.1 the 

first line is not in the oldest quatto. — Both Seward and the last 
editors unnecessarily propose to fill up the hemistich. 

Thus boldly, bloody tyrant, 

The former with I defy thee,” the latter with I stand 
But the one is vulgar, the other mere tautology, and the old. text 
iar more poetical, ^ ' 
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My aged father’s loss, shall stand before thee— — 
Hollo. Save him, I say ; run, save him, save her 
father; 

Fly, and redeem his head ! Latosch. 

Edith. May then that" pity. 

That comfort thou expect’st from Heaven, that 
mercy. 

Be lock’d up from thee, fly thee! bowlings find 
thee, 

Despair, (oh, my sweet father !) storms of terrors. 
Blood till thou burst again I 
Rollo. Oh, fair sweet anger ! 

Enter Latorch and Hamond, mth Baldwin’s 
head. 

Lat. I came too late, sir ; ’twas dispatch’d before ; 
His head is here. 

Rollo. And my heart there 1 Go, bury him ; 
Give him fair rites of funeral, decent honours. 
Edith. Wilt thou not take me, monster ? Highest 
Heaven, 

Give him a punishment fit for his mischief ! 

IFalkdomi. 

Lah I fear thy prayer is heard, and he rewarded. 
Lady, have patience ; ’twas urihappy speed ; 

Blame not the duke, ’twas not his fault, but Fate’s ; 
He sent, you know, to stay it, and commanded. 

In care of you, the heavy object hence 
Soon as it came : Have better thoughts of him ! 

Enter the Citizens. 

I Cit. Where’s this young traitor ? 

Lat. Noble citizens, here ; 

And here the’ wounds he gave your sovereign lord. 
1 Cit. This prince, of force, must be 
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Beloved of Heaven, whom Heaven hath thus pre- 
served. 

2 Cit. And if he be beloved of Heaven, you know, 
He must be just, and all his actions so. 

Rollo. Concluded like an oracle. Oh, how great 
A grace of Heaven is a wise citizen! 

For Heaven ■ tis makes ’em wise, as it made me just, 
As it preserved me, as I now suiwive 
By his strong hand to keep you all alive : 

Your wives, your children, goods and lands kept 
yours. 

That had been else prey to his tyrannous power, 
That would have prey’d on me, in bed assaulted me, 
In sacred time of peace. My mother here^ 

My sister, this just lord, and all had fill’d 
The Curtian gulf of this conspiracy,^ 

Of which my tutor and my chancellor, 

CTwo of the gravest, and most counted honest, 

In all my dukedom) were the monsti'ous heads. 
Oh, trust no honest men for their sakes ever. 

My politic citizens ; but those that bear 
The names of cut-throats, usurers, and tyrants. 

Oh, those believe in ; for the foul-mouth’d world 
Can give, no better terms to simple goodness. 

Even me it dares blaspheme, and .thinks me tyran- 
nous 

For saving my own life sought by my bi’Other : 

Yet those that sought his life before by poison 
(Though mine own servants, hoping to please me) 
I’ll lead to death for’t, which your eyes shall see. 

1 Cit. Why, what a prince is here ! 

3 AndallJiad^dt 

The Curtian gulf of this conspiracy To feel a gulf is cer- 
tainly h, •poor if not an absurd expression ; but %o Jill the gulf, as 
Mr Sympsoii reads, is the exact poetical idea which the metaplicr 
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2 Of. How just ! 

3 Of. How gentle! 

Rt)llo. Well, now, my dearest subjects, or much 
rather 

My nerves, my spirits, or my vital blood. 

Turn to your needful rests, and settled peace, 
Ilx’d in this root of Steel, from whence it sprung. 
In Heaven’s great help and blessing : But, ere sleep 
Bind in his sweet oblivion your dull senses, 

The name and virtue of Heaven’s king advance 
For yours (in chief,) for my deliverance ! 

Citizens. Heaven and his king save our most pious 
sovereign I [_Exeunt Citizens. 

Hollo. Thanks, my good people. — Mother, and 
kind sister, 

And you, my noble kinsman', things borne thus 
Shall make ye all command whatever I 
Enjoy in this my absolute empery. 

Take in the body of my princely brother, 

For whose death, since his fate no other way 
Would give my eldest birth his supreme right, 
We’I] mourn the cruel influence it bears, ' 

And wash his sepulchre with kindly tears ! 

Avh, If this game end thus. Heaven’s will rule 
the set ! 

What we have yielded to, we could not let. 

[Exeunt all hut Latorch and Edith. 
Lat. Good lady,' rise ; ! and raise your spirits 
withal. 

More high than they are humbled : You have cause. 
As much as ever honour’d happiest lady ; 

And when your ears are freer to take in 
Your most amendful and unmatched fortunes. 

I’ll make you drown an hundred helpless deaths 


* Zfi.J i. e- Prevent. — Ed. 1778. 
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In sea of one life pour’d into your bosom ; 

With which shall flow into your arms the riches, 
The pleasures, honours, and the rules of princes : 
Which, thoughdeath stop your ears, methinks should 
ope ’em. 

Assay to forget death. 

Edith. Oh, slaughter’d father ! 

Lat. Cast off" what cannot be redress’d, and bless 
The fate that yet you curse so ; since, for that 
You spake so movingly, and your sweet eyes 
With so much grace fill’d, that you set on fire 
The duke’s affection, whom you now may rule 
As he rules all his dukedom : Is’t not sweet ? 
Does it not shine away your sorrows’ clouds ? 
Sweet lady, take wise heart, and hear, and tell me. 
Edith. I hear no word you speak. 

Lat. Prepare to hear then, 

And be not barr’d up from yourself, nor add 
To your ill fortune with your far worse judgment. 
Make me your servant, ^ to attend with all joys 
Your sad estate, till they both bless and speak it ; 
See how they’ll bow to you ; make me wait, com- 
mand me 

To w^atch out every minute. For the stay® 

^ Make me your sermnt to joys 

Your sad estate^ till they both h\e%s and s^eah zY.] These lines 
are properly and simply explained by the last editors, Let me 
attend your melancholy with amusements, till they both remove 
your sorrows, and make it manifest that they do so.’^ But Seward 
considered them as shockingly corrupt, and, after long delibera- 
tion, produced the following modest amendments ; 

Make me your servant, mahe the courtiers all 
Your servants^ studious to amend with joys 
Your sad estate, till you are blest ; — and speak it, 

See how they'll bow to you, &c. 

0 — j-QY- fJiQ stay 

Your modest sorroto^famies^.S^c^'J By the stay, Latorch meaiis 
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Yom- modest sorrow fancies, raise your graces. 
And do my hopes the honour of your motion 
To all the offer’d heights that now attend you. 
Oh, how your touches ravish ! how the duke 
Is slain already, with your flames embraced ! 

I will both serve and visit you, and often. 

I am not fit, sir. 

Lat. Time will make you, lady. [Exeunt 


SCENE II. 


The Street. 


Enter Guard, three or four Boys, then the Sheriff, 
■ Cook, Yeoman cf the Cellar, Butler, and B antler, 

. to Execution. 

1 Guard. Come, bring these fellows on ; away 

with ’em ! 

2 Guard. Make room afore there ! room there 

for the prisoners ! 

1 Boy. Let’s run afore, boys ; we shall get no places 

else. 

2 Boy. Are these the youths ? 

Cook. These are the youths you look for : 

And pray, my honest friends, be not so hasty ; 
There will be nothing done till we come, I assure 
you. 

the delay which the recent death of her father rendered decent 
and natural, and accordingly he says to Eollo in the next act. 

My lord, expect a while ; 

As yet her griefs are green and fresh. 
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3 Boy. Here’s awisehanging! Are there no more ? 
But. Do you hear, sir ? 

You may come in for your share, if you please. 
Cook. My friend, if you be unprovided of a 
hanging, 

( You look like a good-fellow) I can afford you 
A reasonable penny worth. 

2 Boy. Afore, afore, boys ! 

Here’s enough to make us sport. 

Yeo. Pox take you, 

Do you call this sport ? are these your recreations ? 
Must we be hang’d to make you mirth ? 

Cook. Do you hear, sir ? 

You custard-pate ! we go to’t for high-treason. 

An honourable fault ; thy foolish father 
Was hang’d for stealing sheep. 

Boys. Away, away, boys ! 

Cook. Do you see how that sneaking rogue looks 
now ? 

You chip pantler, you peaching rogue, that pro- 
vided us 

These necklaces! you poor rogue, you costive rogue 
you 1 

Pant. Pray, pray, fellows ! 

Cook. Pray for thy crusty soul Where’s your re- 
ward now. 

Good goodman manchet, for your fine discovery ? 

I do beseech you, sir, where are yoiir dollars ? 
Draw with your fellows, and be hang’d 1 
Yeo. He must now ; 

For now he shall be hang’d first, that’s his comfort : 
A place too good for thee, thou meal-mouth’d ras- 
cal ! 

Cook. Hang handsomely, for shame! Come, leave 
your praying. 

You peaching knave, and die like a good courtier ! 
Die honestly, and like a man. No preaching, 
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With “ I beseech you, take example by me ; 

I lived a lewd man,’ good people !” Pox on’t, 

Die me as thou hadst dined ; say grace, and God 
bewi’you! 

Guard. Come, will you forward ? 

Cook. Good master sheriif, your leave too ; 

This hasty workwas ne’er done well : Give’s so much 
time 

As but to sing our own ballads, for we’ll trust no 
man, ' 

Nor no tune but our own ; ’twas done in ale too. 
And therefore cannot be refused in justice. 

Your penny-pot poets are such pelting® thieves. 
They ever hang men twice ; we have it here, sir. 
And so must every merchant of our voyage ; 

He’ll make a sweet return else of his credit 1 
Yeo. One fit of our own mirth, tlien we are for 
you. 

Guard. Make haste then, and dispatch. 

Yea. There’s day enough, sir. 

Cook. Come, boys, sing chearfuUy; we shall ne’er 
sing younger. 

We have chose a loud tune too, because it should 
like well. 

SONG. 

Yeo. Co^ne, Fortune's a *iiohore^ I care not 'who tell 
her, ■ . 

Would o'jj'er to strangle a page of the cellar. 
That should by his oath, to any man's thinking. 
And place, have had a defence Jbr his drinking;, 

_ ’ lUved a lewd man.'] Zeted has not here its present significa- 
tion, but stands, as in many other instances, for mcked. 

^Pelting.] i. e. Grovelling, low, despicable. 
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But thus she does still nohen she pleases to palter. 
Instead of his 'wages, she gives him a halter. 
Chorus. Three merry boys,^ and three merry boys. 
And three merry boys are we. 

As ever did sing in a hempen string 
Under the gallo'ws tree ! 

But. Bid I that was so lusty. 

And ever kept my bottles. 


^ Three merry loys^ 4'^.] In Shakspeare’s T\^elfth Night, act 
ii. scene iii. Sir Toby, repeating the names and some scraps of old 
songs, mentions, Three merry men tue he,^^ which Mr Steevens as- 
serts to be a fragment of some old song, which be found repeated 
in Westward Hoe, by .Decker and Webster, 1607 : 

Three merry men, ' ' 

And three merry men. 

And three merry men we be.?* 

And Sir John Hawkins, in the Appendix, produces the following 
passage, but without noticing from whence it is taken: 

The wise men were but seaven, ne*er more shall be for me ; 
The muses were but nine, the worthies three times three; 

And three merry boyes, and three merry boyes, and three mer- 
^^::ry ''bGyerdre'''w^ 

The vertues they were seaveii, and three the gi*eater bee ; 

The Caesars they were twelve, and fatall sisters three ; 

And three merry girles, and three merry girles, and three mer- 
ry girles are w’-ee. 

To these proofs we shall add another, taken from Earn- Alley, or 
Merry Tricks: . 

Did I not bring you off, you arrant drub, 

Without a counterbufF? looke who comes here. 

And three merry mcni and three merry men^ 

And three merry men he xveeJ^ Jleed» 

Sir John Hawkins observes, that “ there are ale-houses in some 
of the villages of the kingdom that have the sign of the Three 
Merry Boys/^ and that there was one at Highgate in his me- 
mory.^ 

In the second quarto the latter part of the chorus stands thus : 
A$ ever did sing three jparts in a string ail under the triyle tree. 
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That neither they ’were musty. 

And seldom less than pottles ; 

For me to be thus stopt no’w. 

With hemp instead of cork, sir. 

And from the gallows lopt no’w. 

Shews that there is a fork, sir. 

In death, and this the token ,• 

Man may be two ways killed. 

Or like the bottle broken, 

' Or like the ’wine be spilled. 

Chorus. Three merry boys, ^c. 

Cook. Oh, yet but look 

On the master cook. 

The glory of the kitchen. 

In sowing whose fate. 

At so lofty a rate, - ~ 

No taihr e’er had stitching; 

For though he makes the man, 

The cook yet makes . the dishes. 

The which no tailor can. 

Wherein I have my wishes. 

That I who at so many a feast. 

Have pleased so many taster's. 

Should now myself come to be drest, 

A dish for you, my masters. 

Chorus. Three merry boys, ^c. 

Pant. Oh, man or beast , ' 

Or you at least. 

That wears or brow or antler. 

Prick up your ears 
Unto the tears 

Of me, poor Paul the P antler, 

* In the first quarto and the folio, the Pantler^s stave is placed 
at the end of the act, after the speeches of the Cook and the 
Butler^ 
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That thus am clipty 
Because I chipt 
The cursed crust of treason 
With loyal knife. 

Oh, doleful strife. 

To hang thus mthout reason ! 

Ch.oxus. Three merry boys, 8^c. 

Cook. There’s a few copies for you. Now, fare- 
well, friends ; 

And, good master sheriff, let me not be printed 
W ith a brass pot on my head.^ 

But. March fair, march &ir ! afore, good captain 
Pantler! - \_Exeunt, 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


A RoomAn the Palace. 


Enter Aubrsy and Latorch. 

Aah. Latorch, I have waited here to speak with 
you. 

And you must hearken. — Set not forth your legs 
Of haste, nor put your face of business on ; 

An honester afiair than thL I urge to. 

You will not easily think bn j and ’twiU be 
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Reward to entertain it ; ’tis your fortune 
To have our master’s ear above the rest 
Of us that follow him, but that no man emues — ® 
For I have well consider’d, truth sometimes 
May be conveyed in by the same conduits 
That falsehood is. These courses that he takes 
Cannot but end in ruin ; empire got 
By blood and violence must so be held ; 

And how unsafe that is, he tirsfwill prove. 

That, toiling still to remove enemies, 

Makes himself more. It is not now a brother, 

A faithful counsellor of state or two. 

That are his danger; they are fair^ dispatch’d : 

It is a multitude that begin to fear,' 

And think what began there must end in them. 
For all the fine oration that was made ’em ; 

And they are not an easy monster quell’d. 

Princes may pick their suffering nobles out. 

And one by one employ ’em to the block ; 

But when they once grow formidable to 
Their clowns, and coblers, ’ware then ! guard them- 
selves."’' ■ 

^ hut that no man envies : 

For J have voell considered^ Sfc.} From the word liearhen iu 
second line [of this speech] to the particle /or in the ninth, 
seems to be only a collection of different parentheses, and that 
particle to be genuine : “ Latorch', I have waited here to speak 

with and you must hearken (pretend not haste) (the 

business is honest, and reward attends it) (you are in possession 
of the king^s ear, and withpUt envy)~r-FOR i have well consi- 
sidered, truth sometimes/^ iScc- Ed'. 177B. — Seward reads — a^id 
I have well considered. 

2 They are fair dispatched.'} The oldest quarto has it^far. 

4 guard themselves.} The omission of a 

letter in the quarto has made the subsequent editions turn a no- 
ble sentiment into a very poor one. The quarto has no comma 
between then md guard ; undoubtedly, therefore, instead of clo- 
sing Aubrey’s line speech with Then is their danger, ware then, 
let them then guard themselves/’ wo should read iA^arc then 
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If thou durst tell him this, Latorch, the service 
Would not discredit the good name you hold 
With men, besides the profit to your master. 

And to the public; 

Lat. I conceive not so, sir ; 

They are airy fears ; and why should I object them 
Unto his fancy ? wound what is yet sound ? 

Your counsels colour not with reason of state. 
Where all that’s necessary still is just. 

The actions of the, prince, while they succeed. 
Should be made good and glorified, not question’d. 
Men do but shew their ill affections. 

That 

Auh What? Speak out I 

Lat. Do murmur ’gainst their masters. 

, Auh. Is this to me ? 

Lat. It is to whomsoever 
Mishkes of the duke’s courses. 

Auh. Ay ! is’t so ? 

At your state-ward, sir?^ 

Lot. I am sworn to hear 
Nothing may prejudice the prince. 

guards themselves ; i. e. when a prince is hated by all his sub* 
jects, his very guards will become his enemies, and be the first 
to destroy him. The histories of almost all tyrants in the world 
confirm this observation. And it is a sort of prophecy of Rollo’s 
fate, a hint of which Aubrey in the next scene gives Rollo him« 
self, when he tells him, 

You mahe your guards your terrors hy these acts, — Bevoard, 

This amendment is a very ingenious one, but it does not sound 
like the language of Fletcher ; and the text may simply mean — 
Let princes then beware and guard themselves. Nothing had 
been said of any mutinous tendency ' among the guards. More- 
over, the comma occurs in the first quarto, though not in the 
second. 

^ At your state-ward, 52V.] That is, your ward of state. Mason* 
The phrase seems to foe taken frogi fencing. 
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Why, do you ? 

Or have you, ha ?. 

Xd/. I canuot tell ; men’s hearts 
Shew m their words sometimes. 

I ever thought thee 

Knave of the chamber ; art thou the spy too ? 

Latf A watchman for the state, and one that’s 
known. 

Sir, to be rightly affected. 

Bawd of the state. 

No less than of thy master’s lusts ! I now 
See nothing can redeem thee. Dar’st thou mention 
Affection, or a heart, that ne’er hadst any ? 
Know’st not to love or bate, but by the state, ^ 

As thy prince does’t before thee ? That dost never 
Wear thy own face, but putt’st on his^ and gather’st 
Baits for his ears ; liv’st wholly at his beck. 

And ere thou darest utter a thought’s thine own. 
Must expect his ; creep’st forth and wad’st into him 
As if thou wert to pass a ford, there proving 
Yet if thy tongue may step on safely or no ; 

Then ring’sthis virtue asleep,^ and stay’st the wheel 
Both of his reason and judgment, that they move 
not; 

White’s! ovet all his vices ; and at last 
Dost draw a cloud of words before his eyes, 

Till he can neither see thee nor himself? 


^ the state.] This is the oldest and the true reading. 

The second quarto and the modern editions read — the scale. 

’ Then bring’st Ms virtue asleep."} That bring’st is a corrup- 
tion seems evident, but I was doubtful whether I should read 
mg’ St or sing’s^; the former is nearer the trace of the letters, 
the latter the more obvious metaphor. Mr Sympson sending me 
the latter as his conjecture too, determined me to give it the pre- 
Terence. — Seward. 

I have preferred Seward’s rejected emendation, as the one 
more likely to be corrupted iatc—hring’st. 
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Wretch, I dare give him honest counsels, I, 

And love him while I tell him truth! Old Aubrey 
Dares go the straightest way, which still’s the 
shortest. 

Walk on the thorns thou scatter’st, parasite, 

And tread ’em into nothing ; and if thou 
Then let’st a look fall, of the least disHke, 

TU rip thy crown up with my sword at height, 
And pluck thy skin over thy face, in sight 
Of him thou flatter’ st ! Unto thee I speak it. 
Slave, against whom all laws should how conspire. 
And every creature that hath sense be arm’d. 

As ’gainst the common enemy of mankind j 
That creep’st within thy master’s eiu,® and whis- 
per’st 

*Tis better for him to be fear’d than loved ; 
Bidd’sthim trust no man’s friendship, sparenoblood 
That may secure him ’tis no cruelty 
That hath a specious end ; for sovereignty 
Break all the laws of kind ; if it succeed. 

An honest, noble, and praiseworthy deed.” 

While he that talces thy poisons in, shall feel 
Their virulent workings in a point of time 
When no repentance can bring aid, but all 
His spirits shall melt, with what his conscience 
burn’d. 

And dying in a flatterer’s arms, shall fall unmourn’d. 
There’s matter for you now. 

Lat. My lord, this makes not 

s That sleep^st mthin thj master* s ea?\] Mr Seward, in liis 
postscript, says, The tale-bearer, whisperer, and sycophant, 
cannot be said to steep within their master’s ear, since they are 
generally vigilant and eager to instil their poisonous counsel. I 
read therefore, 

That creep’st mthm thy masters earP 
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For loving of my master. ® 

Aub. Loving? no; 

They hate ill princes most that make them so. 

Enter Rollo, Hamond, and Allan guarded. 

Rollo. ril hear no more ! 

Ham. Alas, ’tis for my brother . 

I beseech your highness. 

Rolh. How! a brother ? 

Had not I one myself? did title move me 
When it was fit that he should die ? Away ! 

A Uan. Brother, lose no word more ; leave my good 
cause 

To upbraid the tyrant ; I am glad I’m fallen 
Now in those times, that will’d some great example 
To assure men we can die for honesty. 

Rotlo. Sir, you are brave ; ’pray that you hold 
your neck 

As bravely forth anon unto your headsman. 

Allan. ’Would he would strike as bravely, and 
thou by ! 

Rollo, ’twould make thee quake to see me die. 
Aub. What’s his offence ? 

Ham. For giving Gisbert burial. 

Who was sometime his master. 

Allan. Yes, lord Aubrey, 

^ hrd, this maJtes 7ioP- 

Fo4‘ laving of my maste}\'\ This means simply — This shews 
not that I do not love my master. Tor is used almost in every 
play for— -to prevent, and Mason produces instances of it from 
the Spanish Curate, the Pilgrim, and the Captain. One from the 
latter may suffice : 

Wilt have a bib for spoiling of your doublet I 

„ Seward and the last editors, both completely ignorant of old lan- 
guage, propose different amendments. 
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My gratitude and humanity are my crimes. • 

Hollo. Why bear you him not hence ? 

Aub. My lord-— Stay, soldiers ! — 

I do beseech your highness, do not lose 
Such men for so slight causes. This is one 
Hath still been faithful to you ; a tried soul 
-In all your father’s battles ; I have seen him 
Bestride a friend against a score of foes : 

And look, he looks as he would kill his hundred 
For you, sir, were you in some danger. 

^ /fora. Till he kill’d 

His brother, his chancellor, then his master ; 

To which he can add nought to equal Nero, 

But killing of his mother. 

Aub. Peace, brave fool. 

Thou valiant ass [—.Here is his brother too, sir, • 
A captain of your guard, hath served you long. 
With the most noble witness of his truth 
Mark’d in his face, and every part about him ; 
That turns not from an enemy. But view him ; 
Oh, do not grieve him, sir, if you do mean 
That he shall hold his place : It is not safe 
To tempt such spirits, and letthem wear their swords ; 
You’ll make your guards your terrors by these acts. 
And throw more hearts off from you than you hold. 
And I must tell you, sir, (with my old freedom. 
And my old faith to boot) you have not lived so 
But that your state will need such men, such hands. 
Of which here’s one, shall in an hour of trial 
Do you more certain service, with a, stroke. 

Than the whole bundle of your flatterers. 

With all the unsavoury unction of their tongues, 
Rolb. Peace, talker ! 

Aub. One that loves you yet, my lord. 

And would not see you pull on your own ruins. 
Mercy becomes a prince, and guiird|.hiih b0^"j^ 

: ^ 7 M y-'JiVa;:? 

1 , tS.'' ■ 
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Awe and affiights are never ties of love ; 
Andwhenmen begin tofeartheprince,they hate him. 
Eollo. Am I the prince, or you ? 

Aub. My lord, I hope 

I have not utter’d aught should urge that question. 
J?oZfo. Then practise your obedience.— -See him 
dead! 

Aub. My lord ! 

i2o/fe. Ill hear no word more S 
Aub. I am sorry then. 

There is no small despair, sir, of their safety. 
Whose ears are blocked up against truth. — Come, 
captain. 

Ham, I thank you, sir. 

For what? 

For seeing thy brother die a man, and honest ? 
Live thou so, captain ; I will, I assure thee. 
Although I die fbr’t too. Come. 

\Exemt all but Rollo and Latoech. 
RoUo. Now, Latorch, 

What do you think ? 

Lat. That Aubrey’s speech and manners 
Sound somewhat of the boldest. 

RoUo. ’Tis his custom. 

Lat. It may be so, and yet be worth a fear. 
Rollo. If we thought so, it should be worth his 
life. 

And quickly too. 

Lat. I dare not, sir, be^ author 
Of what I would be, ’tis so dangerous : 

But, with your highness’ favour and your licence— 
Rollo. He talks, ’tis true j and he is licensed i 
Leave him. — 

We now are duke alone, Latorch, secured ; 
Nothing left standing to obscure oiir prospect j 
We look tight forth, beside, and round about us. 
And see it ours with pleasure : Only one 


199 


Scene L] OR RGLLO. 

Wish’d joy tliere wants to make us so possess it. 
And that is Edith, Edith, she that got me 
In blood and tears, in such an opposite minute. 
As had I not at once felt all the flames 
And shafts of love shot in me, his whole armoury, 
I should have thought him as far off as death. 

Lat. My lord, expect a while, your happiness 
Is nearer than you think it ; yet het griefs 
Are green and fresh } your vigilant Latorch 
Hath not been idle ; .1 have leave already 
To visit her, and send to her, 

Hollo. My life ! 

Zat. And if I find not out as speedy ways. 

And proper instruments, to work and bring her 
To your fruition, that she be not watch’d 
Tame to your highness’ wish,' say you have no se& 
vant 

Is capable of such a trust about you, 

Or worthy to be secretary of your pleasure.®' 

Rollo. Oh, my Latorch, what shall I render thee 
For all thy travails, care, and love ? 

Lat. Sir, one suit, [Kneeling. 

Which I will ever importune, till you grant me, 
Rollo. About your mathematicians ? 

Lat. Yes, to have 

The scheme of jmur nativity judged by them j 

* Tam^ to your highness, say^ 4'^,] So the second quarto. The 
text is from the first. 

^ Or W 0 rthy to be secretary of your pleasure,] This is the readr 
ing of the first quarto, and not only the conjectural reading of 
the late editions/’ as Seward says. The secotid quarto reads. 

Or worthy to be — of your delight, 

Seward proposes to fill up the hiatus with hawd, pimp, or groom ; 
upon the latter of which words he fixed. The last editors sup 
pose some coarse word to have been omitted; but in the MS. 
from which the Oxford quarto was printed} the line probably 
illegible, . 
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I have ’t already erected. Oh, my lord. 

You do not know the labour of my fears ; 

My doubts for you are such as cannot hope 
Any security but from the stars ; 

Who, being rightly ask’d, can tell man more 
Than all pow’r else, there being no pow’r beyond 
them. 

Rolh. All thy petitions still are care of us j 
Ask for thyself 

Lat. What more can concern me 
Than this ? 

Rollo. Well, rise, true honest man, and go thenj 
We’ll study ourselves a means how to reward thee. 
Lat. Your grace is now inspired; now, now your 
highness 

Begins to live ! from this hour count your joys ! 
But, sir, I must have warrants, with blanks figured, 
To put in names, such as I like. 

RoUo. You shall. 

Lat. They dare not else, sh, offer at your figure. 
Oh, I shall bring you wonders ! there’s a friar, 
Rusee, an admurable man ; another, 

A gentleman ; and then la Fiske, 

The mirror of his time ; ’twas he that set it. 

But there’s one Norbret (him I never saw) 

Has made a mirror, a mere looking-glass, 
in show you would think it no other ; the form oval. 
As I am given, to understand by letter. 

Which renders you such shapes, and those so dif- 
fering, 

And some that will be question’d, and give answers; 
Then has he set it in a frame, that wrought 
Unto the revolutions of the stars. 

And so compact by due proportions 
Unto their harmony, doth move alone 
A triie automaton ; thus Daedalus’ statues. 

Or Vulc^’s tools 
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R0//0. Dost thou believe this ? 

Lot. Sir ? 

Wliy, what should stay my faith, or turn my sense ? 
He has been about it above twenty years, 

Tliree sevens, thepowerful, and the perfect numbers ; 
And art and time, sk, can produce such things. 

do I read there of Hiarbas’ banquet, 

(The great gymnosophist) that had his butlei’s 
And carvers of pure gold waiting at table ? 

The images of Mercury, too, that spoke ? 

The wooden dove that flew? a snake of brass 
That hiss’d ? and birds of silver that did sing? 

All these were done, sir, by the mathematics. 
Without which there’s no science, nor no truth. 
Rollo. You are in your own sphere, Latorch ; and 
rather 

Than I’ll contend with you for’t, I’ll believe it : 
You have won upon me that I wish to see 
My fate before me now, whate’er it be. 

Lot. And I’ll endeavour, you shall know’t with 

Tor which I should have one of trust go with me 
(If you please, Hamond) that I may by him 
Send you my first dispatches ; after, I 
Shall bring you more,^ and as they come stiU more, 
And accurate forth from them. 

Rollo. Take your way, 

Chuse your own means, and be it prosperous to us ! 

\_Exeunt. 

5 Shall bring you more^ as they come more^ 

And accurate forth from them.] So the quarto of 1640; that 

oFieso, 

Shall bring you moTe^ and as they come still more^ 

and omits the' .last line* ■ , , 
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That bring you in your rents for ’em, ’tis Pippeau 
That is your bird-call. 

Norb. Taith, he does well. 

And cuts through th’ elements for us, I must needs 
say. 

In a fine dextrous line, 

FisJce. But not as he did 
At first ; then he would sail with any wind. 

Into every creek and cornel'. 

Fip. I was light then, 

New built and rigg’d, when I came to you, gentle, 
meii ; 

But now, with often and far venturing for you, 
Here be leaks sprung, and whole planks wanting, 
see you. 

If you’ll new-sheathe me again, yet I am for you 
To any bay or streights, ® wh^ere-e’er you’ll send me ; 
For as I am, where ban this ragged bark 

6 zjet I am for you 

To any bog or sleights.] Mr Theobald proposed reading hog 
dr sloiighs ; Mr Seward introduced gulf for bog ; and he and Mr 
Sympson concurred in altering sleights to streights, and quote the 
following passage from Johson^s Underwoods, (Ed. 1716, V. 159,) 
a cpnfomation of its propriety ; 

'tfeeir very -trade 

Is borrowing ; that but stopt, they do invade 
Ail as their prize, turn pirates here at iand- 
Have their Bermudas and their streights i’ th’ Strand, 
Man out their boats to th^ Temple, and not shift 
Now but command” — Ed. 1778. 

This quotation is not at ail apposite to the text, as it refers to 
the privileged asylums in Ram-Alley, near the Temple, and the 
Savoy in the Strand, where debtors fortified themselves against 
the magistracy, and from whence they could easily take boat and 
escape.^ See on this subject, PdweiPs Mystery of Lending and 
Borrowing, yassim. The text has no allusion whatever to these 
sanctuarfes.— It seems however necessary to alter the words bog 
and sleights* I have preferred a conjecture of Mason’s, as being 
nearer the tra^erof the letters in the old word than Seward’s, 
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Put in .for any service, ’less it be 

O’th’ isle of rogues, and there turn pirate for you ? 

JSForb. Taith, he saysreason,friar; you must leave 
Your neat crisp claret, and fail to your cyder 
A while ; and you, la Fiske, your larded capons 
And turkies for a time, and take a good 
Clean tripe in your way; de Bube too must content 
him 

With wholesome two-soused pettitoes ;’ no more 
Crown ordinaries, ® till we have clothed our infant. 
Bube. So you’ll keep 

Your own good motions, doctor, your dear self. 

Fiske. Yes, for we all loiow the latitude 
Of your concupiscence. 

Rusee. Here about your belly. 

Bube. You’ll pick a bottle open, or a whimsey. 
As soon as the best of us. 

Fiske. And dip your wrist-bands 
(For cuffs you have none) as comely in the sauce 
As any courtier . — [Bell rings.'} Hark ! the bell ! 
who’s there? 

Rusee. Good luck, I do conjure thee ! Boy, look 
out. \_Exit PippEAU and enter again. 
Pip. They are gallants, courtiers ; one of ’em is 
Gf the duke’s bed-chamber. 

Rusee. Latorch. — Downl 

^ WUh ^lidsome two- souzed 3 [So the first quarto.] Mr 

Theobald reads, from the old quarto [of 164^0,] ; the 

idea which he would afiix, is, 1 suppose, timce piclded, or imce 
salted : But soulz, or sous^ the French coin, making amore 
natural expression, and a stronger antithesis to the crown ordina- 
ries, I think that the true one. — Seward. ^ 

TheobakPs interpretation is probably right ; though Seward^s 
also is very plausible. 

® Crown ordinaries.'] From Stafford's Letters, it appears that 
there was an ordinary kept in Spring-Garden at six shillings a 
meal. And in the Wild-goose Chace a ten-crown ordinary is men- 
tioned® ' The price at others seems' to have descended to two-pence. 
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On with your gown f \To Nokbeet.] there’s a new 
suit toived. 

Did I not tell you, sons of hunger ? Gro%vTis, 
Crowns, ai’e coming toward you; wine and wenches 
You shall have once again, and fiddlers 1 
Into your studies close j each lay his ear 
To his door, and as you hear me to prepare you, 
So come, and put me on that vizard only. 

[Exeunt all hut and , 

Enter Latorch and Hamond. 

You’ll not be &r hence, captain. Wlien the 
business 

Is done, you shall receive present dispatch. 

Ham. I’ll walk j sir,' in the cloister. [Exit. 
Rusee. Monsieur Latorch ? my son. 

The stars are happlF still that guide you hither. 

Lot. I am glad to hear their secretary say so. 
My learned father Rusee. Where’s la Fiske ? 
Monsieur de Bube ? how do they ? 

Rusee. At their studies ; 

They are the secretaries of the stars, sir, 

Stih at their books, they will not be pull’d ofl^ 
They stick like cupping-glasses. If ever men - % 
Spoke with the tongue of destiny, ’tis they. 

Lot. For love’s sake, let’s salute ’em. 

Rusee. Boy, go see j ' , 

Tell them who’s here j say, that their friends do 
challenge 

Some portion of their time ; this is our minute. 
Pray ’em they’ll spare it. — They are the sun and 
tnoon [Exit Pippeau. 

Of knowledge; pity two such noble lights 
Should live obscured here in an university. 

Whose beams were fit to illumine any court 
Of Christendom I 
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sot 

Enter la Fiske, de Bube, and Pippeau. 

Lat. The duke will shortly know ’em. 

Fiske. Well, look upon the astrolabe; you’ll find it 
Four almucanturies^ at least. 

Buhe. It is so. 

Still of their learned stuff; they care & 
nothing, ~ 

But how to know ; as negligent of their bodies 
In diet, or else, especially in their clothes. 

As if they had no change. 

Pip. They have so little £Aside. 

As weU may free them from the name of shifters. 

Fiske. Monsieur Latorch ! 

Lat. How is it, learned gentlemen. 

With both your virtues ? 

Bube. A most happy hour, ^ 

When we see you, sir. 

Lat. When you hear me then. 

It will be happier : The duke greets you both 
1,1108; and though j^ou may touch no money, father. 
Yet you may take it. [Giving money. 

Rusee. ’Tis his highness’ Bounty ; " 

But yet to me, and these that have put off’ 

The world, superfluous. 

We have heard of late 
His highness’ good success. 

Bube. And gratulate it. 

Lat. Indeed he hath ’scaped a sfrange conspiracy. 
Thanks to his stars ; which stars he prays by me, 
You would again consult, and make a judgment 
On what you lately erected for my love. 

9 Almueanturies.] Ahnacantors, Almicmterah, or Alniicmdu- 
rah, circles of altitude parallel to the horizon, the conimoa pole 
of whichjs in the zenith. — Bailey. 
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JRusee, Oh, sir, we dare not ! 

Fislce. For our lives! 

Bube. It is 

The prince’s scheme ! 

Lat. To encounter with that fear, 

Here’s, to assure you, his signet j write your names, 
And be secured all three. 

Buhe. We must entreat some time, sir, 

La?. I must then 

Entreat, it be as present as you can. 

. Fiske. Have you the scheme here ? 

Lat. Yes. 

Rusee. I would you had, sir. 

Another warrant I 
Lat. What would that do ? 

Ritsee. Maxxj, - 

We have a doctor, sir, that in this business 
Would not perfori|the second part. 

Lat. Not him 

That you writ to me of? ' 

Riisee. The very same. 

Lat. I should have made it, sir, my suit to see 
him. 

Here is a warrant, father. I conceived . 

That he had solely applied himself to magic. 

Rusee. And to these studies too, sir; in this field 
He was initiated. But we shall hardly draw 
Him from his chair. 

Lat. Tell him he shall have gold 

Fiske. Oh, such a syllable would make him to 
forswear 

Ever to breathe in your sight. 

Lat. How then ? 

Fiske. Sir, he, if you do please to give him any 
. thing, ^ 

Must have it convey’d under a paper. 

Rusee. Xit left behind some book in his study. 
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Bube. Or in some old WaJh 
Where his familiars 

May tell him of it, and that pleases him, sir. 

Bube. Or else. I’ll go and assay him. 

Lat. Take gold with you. 

Ewstfe. That will not be amiss. Give it the boy, 
sir; 

He knows his holes, and how to bait his spirits. 
Pip. We must lay in several places, sir. 

Rusee. That’s truej that if one come not, the 
other may hit. 

[Exeunt Rusee and Pippeau. 
Lat. WeU, go then. Is he so learned, gentlemen? 
Fiske. The very top of bur profession, mouth of 
the fates ! 

Pray Heaven his spirits be in good humour to take, 
They’ll fling the gold about the house else ! 

Bube. Ay, # 

And beat the friar, if he go not well 
Furnish’d with holy water. 

Fiske. Sir, you must observe him. 

Bube. Not cross him ina word; for then he’s gone. 

Fiske. If he do come, which is a hazard, yet 

’Mass; he is here ! this is speed ! 

jEwfer Noebeet, Rusee, cwd Pippeau. 

Norb. Where’s your scheme ? 

Let’s see ; dispatch ; nay, fumbling now ? Who’s 
this? 

Rusee. Chief gentleman of the duke’s chamber, 
doctor. 

Norb. Gh, let him be ; good even to him ! he’s 
a courtier; 

I’ll spare his compliment, tell him. What’s here ? 
The geniture nocturnal, longitude 
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At twenty-one degrees,' the latitude 
At forty-nine and ten minutes ? How are the Car- 
dines? ' ' ■ 

Fiske. Libra in twenty-four, forty-four minutes ; 

And Gr^ricom- 

I see it ; see the planets, 

"Where, howthey aredisposed ; the sun and Mercury, 
Mars with the Dragow’,? to"/ in the third house, 
And pars Fortunes in the Imo Cceli, 

Then Jupiter in the twelfth, the Caeo&rtotr. 

Buhe. And Venus in the second /?y%rna Porta. 
Norb. I see it; peace ! then Saturn in the fifth, 
Luna i’ th’ seventh, and much of Scorpio, 

Then Mars his Gaudium, rising in th’ Ascendent, 
And join’d with Libra too, the house of Venus, 
And Imum Cceli,' Mars his' exaltation 
In the seventh house; Aries being his natural house 
And where he is j|pw seated, and all these shew him 
To be the AlmutenJ 
Rusee. Yes, he’s lord of the geniture, 

"Whether you examine it by Ptohmy's way. 

Or Messahedak s,^ Last, or Alkindus. 

Fiske. No other planet hath so many dignities. 
Either by himself, or in regard of the cuspesV 
Norb. "Why, hold your tongue then, if you know 
it; Venus 

* At twenty-one degrees, the latitude.^ This line is not in the 
iitst quarto* 

Almuten,] Almuten, in astrology, is the lord of a figure, the 
most powerful star at a nativity, 

^ 5 Or Messethales.] The [second] quarto reads, Massakales. The 
right name is Messa/iala-h ; he was a Jew famous for judicial as- 
trology, and lived in the times of the chalifs Almansor and Al- 
mamon. Vide Salniasiim de atmis Climdctcricis^ p, 30L\ — Sampson., 

^ puspes.J The points or horns of the moon, or of any other 
luminary* - ' , \ 
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The lady of the horoscope, being 

The other part, Mars rules : So that the geniture, 

Being nocturnal, Zwa is the highest, 

None else being in sufficient dignity, 

She being in in the seventh house. 

Where Sol exalted j is the JkhorodenJ 
Bube. Yes, for you see he hath his termlne 
In the degrees -where she is, and enjoys 
By that six dignities. 

Fiske. Which are clearly more 
Than any else that view her in the scheme. 

Norb. Why, I saw this, and could have told you 
: too, 

That he beholds her with a trine aspect . ■ 

Here out of Sagittary, almost quartile,® 

And how that Mars out of the self-same house, 
(But another sign) here by aplatique aspect’ 
Looks at the with a quartile ruling 

The house where the sun is ; all this could I 
Have told you, but that you’jl out-run me j and 
more, 

^ Alchoroden,'] Or Alclibclioden, L e. the plar>et which rides 
in the principal parts of an astrological figure, at the nativity of 
any person, and which regulates the number of years he has to 
live. ■ 

5 almost partile.] The [second] quarto reads, almost 

quartile is undoubtedly the tiue word, it is difficult to us at pre- 
sent to relish the jargon of a science so long exploded, but it is 
certainly a very just banter upon the ridiculous credulity of our 
author’s age. — Seward, 

A quartile aspect in astrology, is when the planets are three 
signs, or ninety degrees, distant from each other. An aspect is 
said to be trine^ when the planets arepiacedina'trigon, Thii^was 
considered as a remarkably benign aspect. 

’ Platique aspect This, Bailey says, is a ray cast from one 
planet to another, not exactly, but within the orbit of its own 
light.' " 

s Hylegd\ This term, Lilly the astrologer explains-— proroga-* 
tor of life- * 
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That this same quartile aspect to the lady of life, 
Here in the seventh, promises some danger, 

Cauda Draconis being so near Mars, 

And Caput Algol in the house of death. 

Zat. How, sir .? I pray you clear that. 

Norb. What is the question first ? 

Musee. Of the duke’s life ; what dangers threaten 
him ? 

^^orb. Apparent, and those sudden, when the 
Or AMoroifen by direction come 
To a quartile opposition of the place 
Wliere 3Iars is in the geniture, (which is now at 
hand) 

Or else oppose to Mars himself ; expect it. 

LaL But they may be prevented ? 

Norb. Wisdom only 

That rules the stara, may do it ; for 3Iars being 
Lord of the geniture in Capricorn, 

Is, if you mark it,‘now z'Sextile^ here. 

With Venus lady of the horoscope. 

So she being in her exilium, which is Scorpio, 

And Mars his gaudium, is o’er-ruled by him, 

And clear debilitated five degrees 
Beneath her ordinary power, so 
That, at the most, she can but mitigate. 

Lat. You cannot name the persons bring this 
danger? 

Norh. No,' that the stars tell us not ; they name 
no man ; 

That is a work, sir, of another place. 

Rusee. Tell him whom you suspect, and he’ll guess 
shrewdly. 

Lat. Sir, we do fear one Aubrey ; if ’twere he, 
I^should be glad; for we should soon prevent him. 

® Sexife.] Is an aspect when two planets are two signs, or Q9 
degrees, distant from each other. 
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Fiske. [Aside to Norbret.] I know him j the 
duke’s kinsman j a tail man. 

Lay hold of’t, Norbret. 

Norb. Let me pause a little : 

Is he not near of kin unto the duke ? 

Lat. Yes, reverend sir. 

Ngrb. Fart for your reverence ! 

Keep it till then. — And somev/hat high of stature ? 
Lat, He is so. 

Norb. How old is he ? [Aside to Fiske. 

Fiske. About seven-and-fiRy.> — 

Norb. His head and beard inclining to be grey. 
Lat. Rightj sir. 

Fiske. And fat. [Aside to Norbret, 

Norb. He’s somewhat corpulent, is he not ? 

Lat. You speak the man, sir. 

Norb. Well, look to him ! Farewell! [Fmt. 
Lat. Oh, it is Aubrey.— Gentlemen, I pray ye. 
Let me receive this under all your hands. 

Rtisee. Why, he will shew you him in his magic 
glass. 

If you entreat him, and but gratify 
A spirit or two more. 

Zaf. He shall eaf gold. 

If he will have it ; so shall you all. There’s that 
Amongst you hrst. [Giving mone^i] Let me have 
this to send 

The duke in the mean time ; and then what sights 
You please to shew. I’ll have you so rewarded 
As never artists were ; you shall to court 
Along with me, and there wait not your fortunes.’ 

[Eait. 

Bube. We have a pretty part of’t in our pockets. 
Boy, we will all be new ; you shaU along too. 

[Ea:emt, 

* there luait your Jbrtun^.^ So the first quarto. Th^ 

text is from the second. ■ 
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SCENE III. 


Caen. A Room in the Palace. 


jSnfer Sophia, Matilda, antZ Edith. 

Mat. GoodmadaiTijhear the suit that Edith urges, 
With such submiss beseeches ; nor remain 
So strictly bound to sorrow for your son, 

That nothing else, though never so befitting, 
Obtains your ears or observation. 

Sopli. Whaf would she say ? I hear. 

-Pdith. My suit is, madam. 

That you would please to think as well of justice 
Due to your son’s revenge, as of more wrong added 
To both yourselves for it, in only grieving. 

Th’ undaunted power of princes should not be 
Confined in deedless cold calamity ; 

Anger, the twin of Sorrow, in your wrongs 
Should not be smother’d, when his right of birth 
Claims th’ air as well, and force of coming forth. 

Soph. Sorrow IS due already ; * Anger never 
Should be conceived, but where it may be born 

* Sorrow is due already-'] Thus read the old books ; and who 
can read with Seward, has’s due^ without the organs of a ser- 
pent ? Edith desires them ^ 

to think as *mell of justice 

Due to her son^s re^eenge, ns of more wrong 
Added to both themsehes-^ in only grieving. 

AhdTurther says, that Anger is the twin of Sorrow.’^ Sophia 
replies, that Sorrow is due already, but that Anger, unless it could 
be brought forth with effect, “ had better not be conceived f by 
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In some fact fit to employ his active flame. 

That else consumes who bears it, and abides 
Like a false star that quenches as it glides. 

Edith. I have such means to employ it, as your 
' ' yush , . 

Can think no better, easier, or securer ; 

And such as, but for the honours I intend 
To your partakings, I alone could end. 

But your parts in all dues to crying blood 
Tor vengeance in the shedder, are much greater. 
And therefore should work your hands to his 
slaughter; 

For your consent to which, ’twei'e infinite wrong 
To your severe and most impartial justice, 

To move you to forget so false a son 
As with a mother’s duty made you curse him. 

Mat, Edith, he is forgot for any son - 
Born of my mother, or to me a brother ; 

For, should we still perform our rights to him. 

We should partake his wrongs, and as foul be 
In blood and damned parricide as he : 

And therefore tell the happy means that. Heaven 
Puts in thy hand, for all our long’d-for freedom 
From so abhorr’d and impious a monster. 

Soph. Tell what she will, I’lllend nor hand nor ear 
To whatsoever Heaven puts in her power. ^Exit. 

Howstrangesheisto whatshe chiefly wishes ! 
Sweet Edith, be not any thought the more 
Discouraged in thy purpose, but assured 
Her heart and prayers are thine ; and that we two 
Shall be enough to all we wish to do. 

Edith. Madam, myself alone, I make no doubt, 

which answer she both replies to Edith’s argument and her me- 
taphor : At least, the reading is intelligible, and Mr Seward’s va- 
riation illegible. -We have therefore folbwed the old books.— 
Ed, 1778. ' , , 
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Shall be afforded power enough from Heaven 
To end the murderer. All I wish of you, 

Is but some richer ornaments and jewels ■ 

Than I am able to provide myself, 

To help out the defects of my poor beauty, 

That yet hath been enough, as now it is. 

To make his fancy mad witla my desire. 

But you know, madam, women never can 
Be too fair to torment an amorous man ; 

And this man’s torments I would heighten still, 
Till at their highest he be fit to kill. 

Mat. Thou shalt have all my jewels and my mo- 
ther’s; 

And thou shalt paint too, that his blood’s desire 
May make him perish in a painted fire. 

Hast thou been with him yet ? 

Edith. Been with him? no; 

I set that hour back to haste more his longing : 

But I have promised to his instruments. 

The admittance of a visit, at our house ; 

Where yet I would receive him with all lustre 
My sorrow would give leave to, to remove 
Suspicion of my purpose. 

Mat. Thou shalt have 

All I can add, sweet wench, in jewels, tires ;■ 

I’ll be myself thy dresser. Nor may I 
Serve my own love with a contracted husband 
More sweetly, nor more amply, than may’st thou 
Thy forward will with his bewitch’d affections ! 
Afiect’st thou any personal aid of mine. 

My noblest Edith ? 

Edith. Nought but your kind prayer. 

For full effect and speed of my af&ir. 

Mat. They are thine, my Edith, as for me my 
own; - 

For thou well know’st, if blood shed of the best 
Should cool and be forgotten, who would fear 
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To shed blood still ? or where, alas, vf'ere then 
The endless love we owe to worthy laen ? 

Edith. Love of the worthiest ever bless your high- 
ness! \^E«euiiL 


ACT V. SCENE I 


Another in the same. 


Enter Rollo (pith a gfcs,) Aubrey, awe? Servants. 

Rollo. I never studied my glass till now ; 

It is exceeding well ; now leave me. Cousin, 
How takes your eye the object ? 

Aub. I have learn’d 
So much, sir, of the courtier, as to say 
¥our person does become your habit ; but. 

Being call’d unto it by a noble war. 

Would grace an armour better. 

Rollo. You are stiU 

For that great art of which you are the master : 
Yet I must tell you, that to the encounters 
We oft attempt, arm’d only thus, we bring 
As troubled blood, fears mix’d with flatt’ring hopes. 
The danger in the service too as great. 

As whenwe are to charge quite throughandthrough 
The body of an army. 
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Auh. ril not argue 

How you may rank the dangers, but will die in’t. 
The ends which they arrive at are as distant 
In every circumstance, as far as honour 
Is from shame and repentance. 

Rollo. You are sour. 

Aub. I would speak my free thoughts, yet not 
appear so ; 

Nor am I so ambitious of the title 
Of one that dares task any thing that runs 
Against the torrent of his own opinion, ^ 

That 1 affect to speak aught may offend you : 

And therefore, gracious sir, be pleased to think 
My manners of discretion have inform’d me, 

That I was born, in aU good ends, to serve you, 
And not to check at what concerns me not : 

I look not with sore eyes on your rich outside. 
Nor rack my thoughts to find out to what purpose 
’Tis now employ’d ; I wish it niay be good. 

And that, I hope, offends not. For a subject 
Towards his prince, in things indifferent, 

3 denes TALK an^ thing that wbb 

Against the torrent o/his own opinion,'] So the first quarto. 
The text, excepting ta'k^ is from the second. Seward veri’- in* 
judiciously omits the words his own, and the last editors still more 
injudiciously read halk for talk^ Mason with more judgment pro- 
poses to read — 

Of one that 'dares task any thing that wars, drc. 

The latter alteration is unnecessary, as the text of 164.0 is just as 
good. The former is a very ingenious one, and seems indispeu- 
sably necessary to render AubreyV speech intelligible.^ Task,’^ 
as Mason observes, “ is invariably used in these plays, in the sense 
of to tax, or censure. So in the Pilgrim, Pedro says to lioderigo, 

I would not task those sins to me committed. 

And in the Wild Goose Cliace, Rosalura says to Belleur, 

Teach yourselves manners, 

Truth' and sobriety, and live so clearly, 

That our lives may shine in you, and then task 
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To use th’ austereness of a censuring Cato 
Is arrogance, not freedom. 

Rolld. I commend 

This temper in you, and will cherish it 

Enter Hamond, with Letters. 

They come from Roan ? Latorch employ’d you ? 
Ham. True, sir. 

Rollo. I must not now be troubled with a thought 
Of any new design. Good Aubrey, read ’em j 
And as they shall direct you, use my power. 

Or to reply or execute. 

Aub. I will, sir. 

Rollo. And, captain,bring a squadron of our guard 
To the house that late was Baldwin’s, and there wait 
me. 

Ham. I shall. 

Rollo. Some two hours hence. 

Ham. With my best care. ’ 

Rollo. Inspire me. Love, and be thy deity 
Or scorn’d or fear’d, as now thou favour’st me ! 

\_Exit. 

Ham. My stay to do my duty, may-be, wrongs 
Your lordship’s privacy. 

Aub. Captain, your love 
Is ever welcome. I entreat your patience 
While I peruse these. 

Ham. I attend your pleasure. 

Aub. [Reads.^ How’s this ? a plot on me ? 
Ham. What is contain’d '[_Aside. 
r th’ letters thatl brought, that tlmstransportshim? 
Aub. To be wrought on by rogues, and have my 
head 

Brought to the axe by knaves that cheat for bread? 
The creatures of a parasite, a slave ? 

I find you here, Latorch, nor wonder at if ; 
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But that this honest captain should be made 
His instrument, afflicts me : Til make trial 
Whether his will or weakness made him do it. — 
Captain, you saw the duke, when he commanded 
I should do what these letters did direct me ; 

And I presume you think I’ll not neglect, 

Eor fear or favour, to remove all dangers. 

How near soe’er that man can be to me 
Erom whom they should have birth. 

Ham. It is confirm’d. 

Auh. would you, captain, I believe, refuse, 
Or for respect of thankfulness, or hopes. 

To use your sword with tidiest confidence 
Where he shall bid you strike. 

, if aJMv I never have done. 

Auh. Hor will, I think. 

Ham. I hope it is not question’d. 

Auh. Themeansto have it so is now proposed you. 
Draw ; so, ’tis well ; and nextj Cut off' my head ! 
HarA. What means your lordship ? 

Aub. ’Tis, sir, the duke’s pleasure ; 

My innocence hath made me dangerous, 

And I must be removed, and you the man 
Must act his will. 

Ham. I’ll be a traitor first. 

Before I serve it thus ! 

Aub. It must be done ; 

And,thatyou may not doubtit, there’syourwarrant. 
But as you read, remember, Hamond, that 
I never wrong’d one of your brave profession j 
And, though it be not manly, I must grieve 
That man of v/hose love I was most ambitious 
Could find no object of his hate but me. 

Ham. It is no time to talk now. Honour’d sir, 
Be pleased to hear thy servant : I am wrong’d. 
And cannot, being now to serve the duke, 

Stay to express the manner how ; but if 
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I do not suddenly give you strong proofs 
Your life is dearer to me than my own. 

May I live base, and die so ! Sir, your pardon. 

Aub. I am both ways ruin’d, both ways mark’d 
for slaughter ! 

On every side, about, behind, before me, 

My, certain fate is fix’d ! Were I a knave now, 

I could avoid this ; had my actions 

But mere relations to their own ends, I could ’scape 

now. a 

Oh, Honesty 1 thou elder child of Virtue, 

Thou seed of Heaven, why, to acquire thy goodness. 

Should malice and distrust stick thorns before us. 

And make us swim unto thee, hung with hazards ? 

But Heaven is got by suffering, not disputing ! 

Say he knew this before-hand, where am I then ? 

Or say he do not know it, where’s my loyalty ? 

I know his nature, troubled as the sea. 

And as the sea devouring v/hen he’s vex’d. 

And I know princes are their own 'expounder's. 

Am I afraid of death ? of dying nobly ? i 

Of dying in mine innocence uprightly ? • - ‘ 

Have I met death in all his forms, and fears, ' • * 

Now on the points of swords, now pitched on lances, 

In fires, in storms of arrows, battles, breaches. 

And shall I nowshrink from him, when he courtsme, 

Smiling and full of sanctity ? I’ll meet him ; 

My loyal hand and heart shall give this to him. 

And, though it bear beyond what poets feign 
A punishment, duty shall meet that pain ; 

And my most eonstant heart, to do him good, 

Shall clreck at neither- pale affight nor blood. 

En^r Messenger. - 

Mes. The duchess .presenBy would crave your 
presence.' . 
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Aub. I come ; and Aubrey, now resolve to keep 
Tliy honour living, though thy body sleep ! 


SCENE IL 


A Room in ike House of Baldwin. 


Enter Edith and a Boy ; a Banquet set out 

Edith. Now for thy father’s murder, and the ruin 
All chastity shall suner if he reign \ ^Kneels. 
Thoublessed soul, look down, and steel thy daughter. 
Look on the sacrifice she comes to send thee. 

And through the bloody clouds behold my piety I 
Take from my cold heart fear, from my sex pity. 
And as I wipe these tears off, shed for thee, 

So all remembrance may I lose of mercy ! 

Give me a woman’s anger bent to blood. 

The wildness of the winds to drown his prayers ! 
Storm-like may ray destruction fall upon him. 

My rage, like roving billows as they rise. 

Pour’d on his soul to sink it ! Give me flattery, 
(For yet my constant soul ne’er knew dissembling) 
Flattery the food of fools, that I may rock him 
And lull him in the down of his desires ; 

That in the height of all his hopes and wishes. 

His Heaven forgot, and all his lusts upon him. 

My hand, like thunder from a cloud, may seize 
him! — IRises. 

I hear him come ; go, boy, and entertain him. 

* I hear Mm come.'] The following scene is evidently writ in 
emulation of the famoms courtship of Richard the Third to Lady 
Ann, and though it may fall somewhat short, every reader of 



Scene IL], ; OR ROLLO. 


:22-S' 

SONG bg the Boy. ^ 

Take^ oh, take those lips atmay. 

That so sweetly were forsworn. 

And those eyes, like break of day , 

Lights that do mislead the morn ; 

But my kisses bring again. 

Seals of love, though seal'd in vain. 

Hide, oh, hide those hills of snow, 

Which thy frozen bosom bears. 

On whose tops tke pinks that grow 
Are of those that April wears; 

But first set my poor heart free. 

Bound in those icy chains by thee. 

taste will be charmed with so noble a resemblance of that con- 
summate master of dramatic poetry, Kollo is certainly an infe- 
rior character to Richard, but Edith much excels Lady Ann, and 
indeed almost any female diameter that Shakspeare has drawn* 
So does Juliana in the Double Marriage, and Lucina in Valenti- 
nian, I forgot to mention in the former scenes of this play wha't 
were taken from Seneca’s Thebais; but it is chiefly Sophia's 
speeches iu' the first act, which are almost literal trahslatlon^.. — 
Sei^ard^ 

The famous courtship of Richard to Lady Ann" is not one 
of the happiest scenes of Shakspeare ; and if we should allow that 
Edim much excels Lady Ann," we could not by any means 
add, with Mr Seward, that she also excels almost any female 
character that Shakspeare has drawn." Editors are not bound 
to be partial. — Ed. 

, Song,'] The first stanza of this is to be found m Shak- 
speare’s Measure for Measure ; and the whole of it is printed, ^ 
the production df that author, in the edition of his poems pub- 
lished by Sewel and irildon. But Dr Percy observes, these gen- 
tlemen have inserted therein many pieces not writteii by our great 
bard, and the present is not in Laggard's old edition of Shak- 
speare's sonnets : We cannot, therefore, with certainty ascribe 
xt to him.— 

■ ^om,e of Shakspeare's edkoj^s have attributed the wliole. song 
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jEwfer Rollc>» 

Rollo. What bright star, taking Beatity’s form 
upon her, 

In all the happy lustre of Heaven’s glory, 

Has dropp’d down from the sky to comfort me ? 
Wonder.of nature, let it not prophane thee 
My rude hand touch thy bea;uty ; nor this kiss, 
The gentle sacrifice of love and service. 

Be offer’d to the honour of thy sweetness. 

Edith. My gracious lord, no deity dwells here. 
Nor nothing of that virtue, but obedience ; 

The servant to your will alfects no flattery. 

Rollo. Can it be flattery to swear those eyes 
Are Love’s eternal lamps he fires all hearts with? 
That tongue the smart stringto his bow ? those sighs 
The deadly shafts he sends into our souls ? 

Oh, look upon me with thy spring of beauty ! 
Edith. Your grace is full of game. 

Rollo. By Heaven, my Edith, 

Thy mother fed on roses when she bred thee. 
Edith. And thine on brambles, that have prick’d 
her heart out ! [_Jiside. 

RoUo. The sweetness of the Arabian wind, still 
blowing 

Upon the treasures of perfumes and spices. 

In all their pride and pleasures, call thee mistress ! 
Edith. WiU’t please you sit, sir ? 

Rollo. So you please sit by me. \They sit. 
Fair gentle maid, there is no speaking to thee j 

to that poet ; others believe it to have been written fay another, 
andmerely quoted both by him as well as Fletcher. None of them 
seem ever to have suspected, which to me appears the most pro- 
bable supposition, that the first stanza was Shakspeare’s, and that 
Fletcher added the second to suit his own purposes. 
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The excellency that appears upon thee 
Ties up my tongue ! Pray speak to me. 

Of what, sir ? 

RoUo. Of any thing, any thing is excellent. ®' 
Will you take my directions ? Speak of love then f 
Speak of thyfairself, Edith; and while thou speak’st. 
Let me, thus languishing, give up myself, wench. 
Edith. He has a strange cunning tongue. [Aside.] 
—Why do you sigh, sir ?— 

How masterly he turns himself to catch me I 
RoUo. The way to Paradise, my gentle maid. 

Is hard and crooked, scarce repentance finding. 
With all her holy helps, the door to enter. 

Give me thy hand : What dost thou feel ? 

Edith. Your tears, sir ; 

You weep extremely.— Strengthen me now, jus* 
tice ! — {Aside, 

Why are these sorrows, sir ? 

Rolh. Thou wilt never love me 
If I should tell thee ; yet there’s no way left 
Ever to purchase this bless’d Paradise, 

But swimming thither in fthese tears. 

Edith. I stagger ! 

Rolh. Are they not drops of blood ? 

Edith. No. 

RoUo. They are for blood then. 

For guiltless blood ! and they must drop, my Edith, 
They must thus drop, till I have drown’d my mis* 
chiefs. 

Edith. If this be true, I have no strength to touch 
^ him. {Aside. 

RoUo. I pr’ythee look upon me ; turn not from 
me ! 

* Of any ihing, any thing is excellent.'] That is, what you utter. 
Th& second quarto unnecessarily introduces the conjunctive par- 
ticle at the caesura of th^line. 
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Alas, I do confess I’m made of miscHef, 

Begot with all men’s miseries upon me j 
But see my sorrows, maid, and do not thou, 

Whose only sweetest sacrifice is softness, 

Whose true condition tenderness of nature- 

Edith. My anger melts j oh, I shall lose my jus- . 

tice ! [jAside. 

Rollo. Do not thou learn to kill with cruelty. 

As I have done ; to murder with thy eyes. 

Those blessed eyes, as I have done with malice. ; 
When thou hast wounded me to death with scorn, 
(As I deserve it, lady) for my true love. 

When thou hast loaden me with earth for ever. 
Take heed my sorrows, and the stings I suffer. 

Take heed my nightly dreams of death and horror. 
Pursue thee not ; no time shall tell thy griefs then. 
Nor shall an hour of joy add to thy beauties. 

Look not upon me as I kill’d thy father ; 

As I was smear’d in blood, do thou not hate me j 
But thus, in whiteness of my wash’d repentance. 

In my heart’s tears and truth of love to Edith, 

In my fair life hereafte r - -- — 

Edi^. He will fool me ! \Adde. 

Rollo. Oh, with thine angel-eyes behold and bless 
me ! 

Of Heaven we call for mercy, and obtain it j 
To Justice for our right on earth, and have it j 
Of thee I beg fin love ; save me, and give it ! 
Edith. Now, Heaven, thy help, or I am gonfr 
for ever ; 

His tongue has turn’d me into melting pity ! \Aside. 

Enter Hamond and Guard. 

Ham. Keep the doors safe ; and, upon pain of 
; death, . . 

Let no man enter tiU I give the-word. 
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We shall, sir, l_E3;eunt. 

Ham. Here he is, in all his pleasure : 

I have tny wish. 

Rollo. How now ? why dost thou stare so ? 
Edith. A help, I hope ! 

Rollo. What dost thou here ? who sent thee ? 
Ham. My brother, and the base malicious office 
Thou mad’st me do to Aubrey. Pray! 
Rollo.Vxoyl 

Ham. Pray 1 , 

Pray, if thou canst pray j I shall kill thy soul else ! 
Pray suddenly 1 

Rollo. Thou canst not be so traitorous ! 

Ham. It is a justice.^Stay, lady ! 

For I perceive your end : a woman’s hand 
Must not rob me of vengeance. 

Edith. ’Tis my glory ! 

Ham. ’Tis mine j stay, and share with me. — By 
the gods, Rollo, 

There is no way to save thy life ! 

Rollo. No ? '• 

Ham. No : 

It is so monstrous, no repentance cures it ! 

Rolh. Why then, thou shalt kill her first 5 and 
what this blood [^Seises Edith. 

Will cast upon thy cursed head 

Ham. Poor guard, sir ! 

Edith. Spare not, brave captain 1 
Rolh. Fear, or the devil have thee 1 
Ham. Such fear, sir, as you gave your honour’d 
mother, 

Whenyourmostvirtuousbrothershield-Iikeheldher, 
Such I’ll give you. Put her away. 

Rollo. I will not ; 

I will not die so tamely. 

Ham. Murderous villain. 
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Wilt thou draw seas of blood upon thee ? 

Edith. Fear not ; 

Kill him, good captain ! any way dispatch him ! 
My body’s honour’d with that sword that through me 
Sends his black soul to hell ! Oh, but for one hand 1 
Ham. Shake him off bravely. 

Edith. He is too strong. Strike him ! 

Ham. [They struggle, Rollo sme*' E dith’s 

ger.'\ Oh, am I with you, sir ? Now keep 
you from him ! 

What, has he got a knife 
Edith. Look to him, captain ; 

For now he will be mischievous. 

Ham. Do you smile, sir ? 

Does it so tickle you ? Have at you once more ! 
Edith. Oh, bravely thrust ! Take heed he come 
not in, sir. 

To him again ; you give him too much respite. 
Rollo. Yet wilt thou save my life ? and I’ll for- 
give thee. 

And give thee all, all honours, all advancemenfs. 
Call thee my friend I 
Edith. Strike, strike, and hear him not !, 

His tongue will tempt a saint. 

Rollo. Oh, for my soul sake ! 

Edith. Save nothing of him ! 

Ham. Now for your farewell ! 

Are you so wary ? take you that ! [Stabs him. 

RoHo. Thou that too ! [Stabs him. 

Oh, thou hast kiU’d me basely, basely, basely ! 

[Hies. 

Edith. The just reward of murder falls upon thee ! 
How do you, sir ? has he not hurt you ? 

Ham. No ; 

I feel not any thing. 


^ A knife*] i. e* A Ed* 1778* 
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Auh. [WUhin.'] I charge you let us pass ! 

Guard. [Within.] You cannot yet, sir. 

Jub. I’ll make way then. 

Guard. We are sworn to our captain j 
And, till he give the word— — 

Ham. Now let them in there. 

Enter Sophia, Matilda, Aubkey, Lords, and At~ 
tendants. 

Soph. Oh, there he lies ! Sorrdw on sorrow seeks 
me ! 

Oh, in his blood he lies ! 

Aub. Had you spoke sooner. 

This might have been prevented. Take the duchess. 
And lead her off j this is no sight for her eyes. 

[Sophia led out. 

Mat. Oh, bravely done, wench ! 

Edith. There stands the noble doei'. 

Mat. May honour ever seek thee for thy justice ! 
Oh, ’twas a deed of high and brave ^venture, 

A justice even for Heaven to envy at ! 

Farewell, my sorrows, and my tears take truce. 
My wishes are come round ! Oh, bloody brother. 
Till this hour never beauteous ; till thy life. 

Like a full sacrifice for all thy mischiefs. 

Flow’d from thee in these rivers, never righteous ! 
Oh, how my eyes are quarried ® with their joys 
now ! 

My longing heart even leaping out for lightness ! 
But, die thy black sins with thee ; I forgive thee ! 
Aub. Who did this deed ? 

® Cimruied.^ Tliis is an allusion to falconry. Latham, who 
wrote in Uie time of James I. explains the word qmrrie “ to be 
taken for the fowle which is flowne at and slaine at any time, es- 
pecially %vhen young hawks are flowne thereunto.”— 
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Ham. I, and Pll answer it ! [Dies. 

Edith. He faints! Oh, that same cursed knife has 
kiU’dhim! 

Aiib. How ? 

Edith. He snatch’d it from my hand for whom I 
bore it; 

And, as they grappled 

■ Aub. Justice is ever equal ! 

Had it not been on him, thou hadst died too ho- 
nest. 

Did you know of his death ? 

Edith. Yes, and rejoice in’t. 

Aub. I am sorry for your youth then, for though 
the strictness 

Of law shall not fall on you, that of life 

Must presently. Go, to a cloister carry her ; 

And there for ever lead your life in penitence; 

Edith. Best father to my soul, I give you thanks, 
sir! 

And now my fair revenges have theu^ ends. 

My vows shall be my kin, my prayers my friends ! 

lExit. 

Enter Latokch and the Jugglers at the door. 

Lat. Stay there; I’ll step in, and prepare the 
duke. 

,Horb. We shall have brave rewards! 

Fiske. That’s without question. 

Lat. By this time, where’s my hufi&ng friend, lord 
Aubi'ey ? 

Where’s that good gentleman t Oh, I could laugh 
now. 

And burst myself with mere imagination : 

A wise man, and a valiant man, a just man. 

Should suffer him self' to be juggled out o’ th’ worid, 
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Scene 11.] ' DR ROLEO. 

By a number of poor gipsies ! Farewell, swash buck- 
ler;^ 

For I know thy mouth is cold enough by this time. 
A hundred of ye I can shave as neatly. 

And ne’er draw blood in show. Now shall my 
honour, 

My power, and virtue, walk alone ; my pleasure 
Observed by all ; all knees bend to my worship ; 
Ail suits to me, as saint of all their fortunes, 
Preferr’d and crowded to. What full place of credit, 
And what style now ?' your lordship ? no, ’tis com- 
mon ; " ■ . 

But that I’ll think to-morrow on.w— Now for my bu- 
siness, [^CoTues forward, 

Auh. Who’s there? 

Lat. Ha ! dead ? my master dead ? Aubrey ahve 
too? 

Guard. Latorch, sir. 

Jub. Seize his body ! 

Lat. Oh, my fortune ! 

My master dead ? - [_FIe is seized. 

Atib. And you, within this half-hour. 

Prepare yourself, good devil ! you must to it ; 
Millions of gold shall not redeem thy mischiefs. 
Behold the justice of thy practice,^ villain y 
The mass of murders thou hast drawn upon us ; 
Behold thy doctrine ! You look now for reward, sir, 
To be advanced, I am sure, for all your labours ; 

^ Smasli-huF^lcler*^ This is equivalent to roaring, blustei'ing 
low. Barret explains swaslh to make a noise with swords against 
targets. 

^ >m]iat full place of credit^ 

And miat place not^ ?] The second^place seems to have been 
accidentally repeated, instead of some -wcTd that implies ho- 
nouTy or dignity. Style seems to bid fairest of any monosyllable 
that occurs.— ^ ’ 

^ Practice,'} That is, insidious stratagem, or design. 
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And you shall have it.-^Make his gallows higher 
By ten foot at the least, and then advance him. 
Lat. Mercy, mercy ! 

It is too late, fool ! 

Such as you meant for me. — Away with him ! — 

{He is led out. 

What gaping knaves are those ? Bring ’em in, fel- 
lows. — {They are brought forward. 

Now, what are you ? 

Norh. Mathematicians, 

If ’t please your lordship. 

Auh. And ye drew a figure ? 

Fiske. We have drawn many. 

Aub. For the duke, I mean, sir. 

Latorch’s knaves you are ! 

A’or&. We know the gentleman. 

Aub. What did he promise you ? 

Norb. We are paid already; 

Aub. But I will see you better paid : Go, whip 
them ! 

Norb. We do beseech your lordship! we were 
hired. 

Aub. Iknowyouwere, and youshallhaveyour hire: 
Whip ’em extremely ; whip that doctor there. 

Till he record himself a rogue. 

Norb. I am one, sir. 

Atib. Whip him for being one j and when they are 
whipt. 

Lead ’em to the gallows to see their patron hang’d. 
Away with them i 

Norb. Ah, good my lord ! \They are kd out, 
Aub. Now to mine own right, gentlemen. 

1 Lord. You have the next indeed; we all con- 

fess it. 

And here stand ready to invest you with it. 

2 Lord. Which to make stronger to you, and the 

surer 
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Than blood or mischiefs dare infringe again. 
Behold this lady, sir, this noble lady, 

Full of the blood as you are, of that nearness j 

How blessed would it be 

Aub. I apprehend you ; 

And, so the fair Matilda dare accept me. 

Her ever constant servant 

In aU pureness. 

In all humility of heart and services. 

To the most noble Aubrey I submit me. * 
Aub. Then this is our first tie. Now to our bu- 
siness I 

1 Lord. We areready all to put the honour on you, 
sir. 

Aub. These sad rites must be done first : Take 
up the bodies ; 

This, as he was a prince, so princely funeral 
Shall wait upon him ; on this honest captain, 

The decency of arms ; a tear for him too. 

So, sadly on, and, as we view his blood. 

May his example in our rule x'aise good ! 

{Exeunt mth the bodies. 
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PROPHETESS, 


This “ Tragical History,” as it is called {with little propriety, 
for it is rather a tragi-comedy, ) in the folio of 164<7, where it 
first appeared, was the work of Fletcher alone, and was licenced 
for the stage May 14, 1622. It seems to have had some share 
of popularity, as Sir Henry Herbert, the Master of the Revels, 
chose it for his benefit-night, during the . summer of 1629, when 
the net produce of the house was 6L 7s. The celebrated trage- 
dian, Betterton, stimulated probably by the opportunity which 
the drama presents for the display of magnificent scenery, trans- 
formed it into an opera, which was represented at the Queen^s 
Theatre, and printed in 1690. A great variety of dances and 
music was introduced, the former composed by Priest,- the latter 
by the celebrated Henry Purcell. A prologue was written for the 
occasion by Dryden, in which the great expences of getting up 
the piece are set forth, and the metropolis called upon to remu- 
nerate the company.® During the management of Rich, in the 
eighteenth century, it was revived at Covent-Garden Theatre ; 
but since that time it appears to have been neglected. 

* Langbaine attributes the alterations to Diyderi, but is set right by 
Oldys in his MS. notes, and by Downes the prompter, in his Eoscius 
Anglicanus* 

^ That this alteration was performed a considerable time after the first 
representation, though with diminished popularity, appears from Addi- 
son’s Inventory of the Play-house, in No. 42 of the Tatler, (July 16, 
1T09,) where the two following articles are advertised: “ A coach vety 
finely gilt and little used, with a pmr of dragons, to be sold cheap — - - 
A wald boar, killed by Mrs Tofts and Dioclesian/’ 

3 
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The play, which is founded on ^tual history, is far being 
a very pleasing one. Fletcher forgot his own power when he at- 
tempted to tread in the steps of Shaikspeare, The talent of display- 
ing supernatural agency seems to have been exclusively confined 
to the latter, and our poet fails whenever he ventures to introduce 
it. In the present drama he has thrown away an abundance of beau- 
tiful poetry upon a plot at best injudicious ; it is, perhaps, not too 
harsh to call it disagreeable. He had succeeded in his Roman 
tragedies of Valentinian and the False One, which proves that he 
was not unequal to the task. But the Prophetess is infinitely in- 
ferior to either of these tragedies. Setting aside the unskilfully- 
contrived machinery, the plot takes too wide a range, and the 
obsolete use of the chorus, which, even in the hands of Shak- 
speare, proves but a clumsy imitation of the ancients, was a great 
proof of want of judgment seemed to be deter- 

mined in this play to imitate the incoherency of Shakspeare^s 
plots, without being able to conciliate the critic by the display of 
those powers which counterbalance all want of regularity in his 
great predecessor : his choruses waft . us o^er the seas the 
scene wanders from Rome to 'Persia^ from thence it returns and 
visits Lombardy, where the play is somewhat abruptly concluded. 
—The delineation of the characters is certainly more fortu- 
nate ; but still it is less determinate than in Bonduca, and the 
two tragedies mentioned above, where the Romans are painted 
with great national precision. Maxiuiiuian bears no compa- 
rison to Valentinian; nor can Niger pretend to any compe- 
tition with Aecius, or Sceva. The revolutions in the mind of 
Dioclesian, however, are very skilfully pourtrayed. He is very ju- 
diciously not made a perfect character; and his aspiring thoughts 
at the outset, corrected by his subsequent conviction of the 
vanity of greatness, afford a fine lesson of morality. Nor should 
we pass over without notice the jester Geta. 'Whatever* objec- 
tions have been or may be raised against the medley of farce 
with tragedy, every one who wishes to enjoy the- productions of 
our elder dramatists must content himself with suffering the prac- 
tice, and the question c^not be, why the poets have Mopted it 
against the monitions of Aristotle, and, some of their own con- 
temporaries, but whether the low scenes introduced by them 
possess real humour or not . Taking the subject in this light, it 
may be safely asserted, that the mock-dignity of a clowm raised 
suddenly to power has seldom been better delineated than in the 
scenes of this play, where Geta appears, and assumes authority 
little fitted for the capacity of his mind. — Upon the female cha- 
racters in this play Fletcher seems to have bestowed little atten- 
tion. Aurelia is like other wavering and yet ambitious women ; 
and Drusilla never rises above the level of a common mind, 
amiable, unassuming, and of a strong attachment. 


The poetry of this play rises far above the merit of the gene- 
ral construction. The versification is very harmonious; there is 
great eloquence, and even majesty^ in some of the speeches, and 
great tenderness in others. The last scene, with the exception 
of Delphia^s unfortunate conjurations, is highly picturesque, and 
reminds us of a beautiful scene in the Pilgrim, and many exqui- 
site pictures of still life in the Faithful Shepherdess. 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

C^rinus, emperor of Rome. 
i Cosroe, king of Persia. 

; Diodes, of a private soldier elected co-emperor^ af- 
terward called Dioclesian. 

•iMaximinian,' nephew to Diodes, and emperor by his 
donation. 

i Volutius Aper, murderer qf Numerianus, the late 
/ emperor, 

Niger, a noble soldier, servant to the emperor. 
Camurius, a capto'w, and creature of Aper. 

\ Geta, a jester, servant to Diodes, a merry knave. 
Persian Lords. 

Senators. 

Soldiers. 

Guard. 

Suitors. 

Ambassadors. 

Lictors. 

Elamen. 

Countrymen. 

Shepherds. 

Attendants. 

Spirits. 

Chorus. 

^Aurelia, sister to Charinus. 

^ Cas^na,sister to Cosroe, a captive, waiting on Aurelia. 
ADelphia, a Prophetess. 

4 . DrWlisIS^e^ Delphia, h. love with Diodes. 

A She-dd^i 

SCENE , — Rome, and other parts of the Empire j 
in part of tlie Fourth Act, Persia.* 

* Maximinian.'] Mason contends that we should read Maximian^ 
and produces two passages where the metre might fee mended ; 
but fifty might be produced where it would be ruined fey such an 
alteration* 

* The principal actors were, John Lowin, Robert jPj^field, 
John Shanke, Richard Sharpe, Joseph Taylor* Nipjbiqialrjrooiie* 

" ' George' Birch, Thomas Holcombe.— Fob' 16?9* \ 
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ACT L SCENE L 


.Rome, An Apartment in the Palace. 


Enter Charinus, Aurelia, and Niger. 

Char. You buz into my head strange likelihoods. 
And fill me full of doubts t But what proofs, Niger, 
What eertainties, that my most noble brother 
Caine to his end by murder ? Tell me that j 
Assure me by some circumstance. 

Niger. I ■^1, sir ; , ^ 

And as I tell you truth, so the gods prosper me ! 

I have oft^ ;named this Aper. . , ' ' 

Char.' True, you have done ; 

in mysterious ^ses I have heiyrd you 
o’ th’ suda&,-uttd'' abruptly. 
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' "iNiger. True, sir;;- ;■■ .::■ 

Fear of your unbelief, and tbe time’s giddiness, 
Made me I durst not then go further. So your 
grace please. 

Out of your wonted goodness, to give credit, 

I shall unfold the wonder. 

Do it boldly : 

You shall have both our hearty loves and hearings. 
Niger. This Aper then, this too-much-honour’d 
villain, 

(For he deserves no mention of a good man) — 
Great sir, give ear — this most ungrateful, spiteful, 
Above the memoiy of mankind mischievous. 

With his own bloody hands 

CAan Take heed 1 
Niger, i ani in^ sir ; 

And, if 1 make not good my story 

Arr. Forward ! 

I see a truth would break out ; Be not fearful. 

Niger. I say, this Aper, and his damn’d ambition, 
Cut off your brother’s hopes, his life, and fortunes : 
The honour’d Numerianus fell by him. 

Fell basely, most untimely, and most treacherously; 
4^r, in his litter, as he bore him company, 
f^ost privately and cunningly he kill’d him! 

^Yet still he fills the faithful soldiers’ ears 
^|!^|fe,steies^ 9 fhisy?gahftess of his life; 



ifl hotyentiitQ^to appear in open, 
And shew his warlike face among the soldiers, 
The tenderness and weakness of his eyes, 
Being not able to endure the sun yet : 

Slave that he is, he gives out this infirmity 
(Because he would dispatch his honour too) 

To arise from wantonness, and love of women ; 
And thus he juggles still. 

.4m.«,Gh,,most pernicious, ' 


Most bloody, and most base ! Alas, dear 
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Art thou accused, and after death thy memory 
Loaden with shames and lies ? those pious tears 
Thou daily shower’dst upon my father’s monument, 
(When in the Persian expedition 
He fell unfortunately by a stroke of thunder) 

Made thy defime* and sins ? those wept-out eyes. 
The fair examples of a noble nature, 

Tliose holy drops of love, turn’d by depravers 
(Malicious poison’d tongues) to thy abuses ? 

We must not suffer this. 

Char. It shews a truth now : 

And sure this Aper is not right nor honest. 

He will not now come near me. : . „ 

Niger. No ; he dare not : ’ 

He has an inmate here, that’s call’d a conscience. 
Bids him keep off. 

Char. My brother honour’d him, 

Made him,nrst, captain of his guard,his next friend? 
Then to my mother (to assure him nearer) 

He made him husband.* 

Nig^. And withal ambitious ? 

For wMieu he trod so nigh, his felse feet itch’d, sir. 


DefameJ} i. e. Pefamation, dishonour. The word is now 
#bsolete. . * 

® 31^ hroiher honoured him^ — ’ . ” 

Made him first captain of his guards his next friend ; 

Then to my mother {to assure him near 67*) 

He made him husband*'] The second line should run thus: 

S?iVfade him, first, captain of the guard, his friend next ^ 

Then to my mother, &c. 

Charinus is d^cribing the several gradations of Aperts favour t 
that his brother made him, first, captain of his gu^r^ theii his 
friend, and lastly his step-father. — Mason* ; 

This is a very plausible note, and the first proposition (placing 
first between commas) seems absolutely requisite ; but the trans- 
position of the words, savours a little of over-refine- 

r- 
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To step into the state. ^ 

Jiir. If you believe, brother, 

Aper a bloody knave, as ’tis apparent, 

Lefs leave disputing, and do something noble. 

C/tar. Sister, be ruled. I am not yet so powerful 
To meet him in the field : He has under him 
The flower of all the empire, and the strength, 

The Britain and the German cohorts ; pray you be 
patient. — 

Niger, how stands the soldier to him ? 

Niger. In fear more, sir. 

Than love or honour : He has lost their fair affec- 
tions. 

By his most covetous and greedy griping. 

Are you desirous to do something on him. 

That all the wbiidmayknowyou lovedyour brother r 
And do it safely too, without an army ? 

Char. Most willingly. 

Niger. Then send out a proscription, 

Send suddenly ; and to that man that executes it, 
(I mean that brings his head) add a fair payment, 
No common sura : Then you shall see, I fear not. 
Even from his own camp, from those men that fol- 
low him, 

^i^UoVT and flatter him, we shall find ong^ 

And, if he miss, one hundred, that will Venture it. 

For his reward, (it dear brother, 

So fax t*ll honour ,|Sm villain ; 

For so far runs inylow-W niy 'dead brother) 

Let him be what he will, base, old, or crooked. 


2 To steji into tlie state.] The stale was probably, as Mr Gif- 
ford observes, a raised platform on which was placed a chair, 
with a canqpy overjti” It was, however, frequently used for 
the throne itself, as in the present passage, and sometimes fer the 
canopy over tfe throne. So in the sequel of this tragedy, 

% brow arched like the state of Heaven, v 
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He shall have me ? Nay, which is more. I’ll love 
him. 

I will not be denied. , 

Char. You shall not, sister : 

But you shall know, my love shall go along too.— 
See a proscription drawn ; and for his recompense. 
My sister, and half partner in tlie empire ; 

And I will keep my word. 

Aur. Now you do bravely. 

Niger. And, though it cost my life^ I’ll see it 
publish’d. 

C/iar. Away then, for the business. 

Niger. I am gone, sir : ' 

You shall have all dispatch’d to-night., • ; 

Char. Be prosperous. 

Aur. And let the villain faU. 

Niger. Fear nothing, madam. {Exeunt. 


i- 


, SCENE 

A Room in the House of the Prophetess. 


E?2ifer Delphia and Deusieea. 

J)rus. ’Tis true, that Diodes is courteous. 

And of a pleasant nature, sweet and temperate j 
His cousin Maximinian, proud and bloody. 

Delp. Yes, and mistrustful too, my girl : Take 
heed j ,, - V- 

Although he seem to love thee, and affect. 

Like the more courtier, curious compliment, 

Yet have a care. ' 

Youkn . , 
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.Awd all my heart-desires, are set on Diodes : 

But, aunt, how coldly he requites this courtesy. 
How dull and heavily he looks upon me ! 

Although I woo him sometimes beyond modesty. 
Beyond a virgin’s care, how still he slights me ! 
And puts me still off with your prophecy, 

And the performance of your late prediction. 

That when he is emperor, then he will marry me ! 
Alas, what hope of that ? 

Delp. Peace, and be patient ; 

For though he be now a man most miserable. 

Of no rank, nor no badge of honour on him. 

Bred low and poor, no eye of favour shining j 
And though my sure prediction of his rising. 
Which can no more fail than the day or night does. 
Nay, let him be asleep, will overtake him. 

Have found somerubs and stops, yet (hear me, niece. 
And hear me with a faith,) it shall come to him. 
PH tell thee tlie occasion. 

,Drus. Do, good aunt; 

For yet I am ignorant. 

Delp. Chiding him one day, * 

For being too near and sparing for a soldier. 

Too griping, and too greedy, he made answer, 
"^hen I am Caasar, then I will be liberal 
Tpfesently, inspired with holy fire. 

And my prophetic spirit burning in. ine, 

and tms it was: 

Imperator eris R6me.t <Am 4prum grandem interfe- 
ceris , 


* This whole speech is almost a translation from Vopiscus.— 

Spnpson, 

^ I could wish this spleMidus pannus^ this Latin piece of patch- 
work, A^as not to be found in the oldest edition : It might very 
well have been sjpared, and the author^s learning have suiSered no 

detriment,— 

Never was a more injudicious censure than this of Mr Symp- 
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“ Thou shalt be emperor, oh. Diodes, 

When thou hast kill’d a mighty boar.” From that 
time, 

As giving credit to my words, he has employ’d 
Much of his Hfe in hunting : Many boars. 
Hideous and fierce, with his own hands he has kill’d 
too. 

But yet not lighted on the fatal one. 

Should raise him to the empii'e. Be not sad, niece; 
Ere long he shall. Come ; let’s go entertain him : 
For by this time, I guess, he conjies from himting : 
And, by my art, I find this very instant 
Some great design’s a-foot. 

Drus. The gods give good, aunt \^Exemt. 


t 


SCENE IIL 
The Street before the same*^ ^ 


Enter Diocles, Maximinian^ a7id Geta canning a 

Boar. " 

Dio. Lay down the boar. 

Geta. With all my heart 5 I am weary oxi^t : 


soimpon tlie above Latin line ; it being absolutely necessary, to 
preserve the pun (for so it must be called) upon the name of 
for the prediction to be delivered in that language : But perhaps 
Mr Sympson would have had the traitor*s name Anglicised, and 
have called him Fotom Bo AB.— Ed. 1778. 

It must be confessed, that the Roman priestess, thinking it re- 
i|uisite to translate the Latin line to her Roman niece into Eng- 
lish, is rather ludicrous. . . 1 ’ 
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I shall turn Jew, if I carry many such burdens. 

Do you think, master, to be emperor 

With killing swine ? You may be an honest butcher. 

Or allied to a seemly family of souse-wives. 

Can you be such an ass, my reverend master. 

To think thesesprings of pork® wiU sir oot up Caesars? 
Maxi. The fool says true. 

Dio. Come, leave your fooling, sirrah. 

And think of what thou shaltbewheni am emperor. 
Geta. ’Would it would come with thinking ! for 
then o’ my conscience 
I should be at least a senator. 

Maxi. A sowter;’ 

For that’s a place more fitted to thy nature, 

If there could be such an expectation. 

Or, say the devil could perform this wonder. 

Can such a rascal as thou art hope for honour ? 
Such a log-carrying lout ? 

Geta. Yes ; and bear it too, 

And bear it swimmingly. I am not the first ass, sir. 
Has borne good office, and perform’d it reverendly. 
Dio. Thou beingthe son of atiler,canst thou hope 
, To be a senator ? 

Geta. Thou being the son of a tanner, canst thou 

; -iv/.. : , . hope ^ ' ■ 

To be an emperor ? 

Dio. Thousay’sttrue,Geta; there’s a stopindeed: 
But .yet the bold and yjrtuous--^ ' « 

These springs of pork.] Gayjon, in his Festivous Notes on 
Don Quixote, (p. 96,) will explain this phrase, where, telling a 
story of a hungry scholar invited to a feast, and dreaming the 
jjiglit before of his next day’s entertainment, cried out in his 
sleep, “ Sir, sir, pray hand the spring of pork to me, pray advance 
the rump of beef this way,” &c. — Sympson. 

’’ A smter."} That is, a cobler. The word is now confined to 
Scotland and the north of England. , , , ; . 
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Oeta. You are right, master, 

Right as a gun ! For \¥e, the virtuous, 

Though we be kennel-rakers, scabs, and scoundrels. 
We, the discreet and bold— And yet, now I remem- 
ber it, 

We tilers may deserve to be senators, 

(And there we step before you thick-skin’d tanners) 
For we are born three stories high ; no base ones. 
None of your groundlings, master. 

Dio. I like thee well ; , 

Thou hast a good mind, as I have, to this honour. 

Geta. As good a mind, sir, of a simple plaisterer : 
And, when I come to execute my office,. 

Then you shall see - 

Maxi. What ? 

Geta. An officer in' fury, 

An officer as he ought to be. Do you laugh at it ? 
Is a senator, in hope, worth no more reverence ? 
By these hands, I’ll clap you by the heels the firsfr 
hour of it ! 

> Maxi. O’ my conscience, the fellow believes ! 

Dio. Ay, do, do, Geta j .■ ; 

For if I once be emperor — ^ 

Geta. Then will I ^ 

(For wise men must be had to prop the republic) 
Not bate you a single ace of a sound senator. 

Dio. But what shall we do the whilst ? 

Geta. Kill swine, and souse ’em. 

And eat ’erp when we have bread. 

Maxi. Why didst thou run away 
When the boar made tpyrard thee ? art thou not 
valiant ? 

Geta. No, indeed am I not ; and ’tis for mine 
honour too : 

I took a tree, ’tis true, gave way to the monster \ 
Hark what Discretion ^ays ; “ Let hiry pass j 
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From the tooth of a mad beast, and the tongue of 
a slanderer,® 

Preserve thine honour.” 

Dio. He talks like a full senator. 

Go, take it up, and carry it in. ’Tis a huge one ; 
We never kill’d so large a swine ; so fierce too, 

5 I never met with yet. 

MaM. Take heed ! it stirs again.—^ 

How nimbly the rogue runs up ! he climbs like a 
squirrel. 

Dio. Come down, you dunce ! Is it not dead ? 
Geta. I know not. 

Dio. His throat is cut, and his bowels out. 

Geta. That’s all one. 

I am sure his teeth are in ; and, for any thing I know. 
He may have pigs of his own nature in’s belly. 
Dio. Come, take him up, I say, and see him 
dress’d;: 

He is fat, and will be lusty meat ; away with him. 
And get some of him ready for our dinner. 

Geta. Shall he be roasted whole, 

And served up in a souse-tub ? a portly service ! 
■~^I’ll rmi i’ th’ wheel myself ® 

Maoci. Sirrah, leave your prating, 

And get some piece of him ready presently ; 

® Thim Proposed this ^ strtoge atnendment, 

whicli Sympsoix ' did" not 'dMoos© to adopt^^t ■ 

From the tooth af a mad beasts and the tongue of 
A slanderer preseroe thee (or th/self) and honour^ 

Honour^ as Mason observes, does not mean here reputatiorij but 
the title given to persons of distinction, which Geta bestows upon 
himself, and accordingly: Diodes tells him that he talks like a full 
senatoi*. No versification was intended, as the penultimate line 
and the last hemistich are evidently a somewhat inappropriate 
parody bn the Litany. 

. ^ FB 0 wheel That is, perform the office of a 

, turnspit 
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We are weary both, and hungry, 

Geta. IT about it. 

What an inundation of brewis' shall I swim in ! 

\_Ea;it into the home 'with the boar. 
Dio. Thou art ever dull and melancholy, cousin, 
Distrustful of my hopes. 

M.ad i. Why, can you blame me ? 

Do men give credit to a juggler ? 

Dio. Thou know’st she is a prophetess. 

Mali. A small one. 

And as small profit to be hoped for by her. 

Dio. Thou art the strangest man! — How does thy 
hurtf:.; 

The boar came near you, sir. 

Maxi. A scratch, a scratch. 

Dio. It aches and troubles thee, and that makes 
thee angry. 

Maxi. Not at the pain, but at the practice, uncle, 
The butcherly base custom of our fives now; 

Had a brave enemy’ssword drawn so much from me. 
Or danger met me in the head o’ th’ army. 

To have blush’d thus in my blood had been mine 
honour; 

But to live base, like swine-herds, and believe too ! 
To be fool’d out with tales, and old wives’ dreams. 
Dreams when they are drunk I 

Dio. Certain, you much mistake her. 

Maxi. Mistake her ? hang her ! To be made her 
purveyors. 

To feed her old chaps, to provide her daily. 

And bring in feasts, whilst she sits farting at us. 
And blowing out her prophecies at both ends ! 

Dio. Pr’ythee be wise : Dost thou think, Maxi- 

■■■;feviSS*|ihinihn^v: " 


* Brexais.'] This word has ali^ady octmrred in the same sense, 

■viz. hreth. ■: ■ ■ WDmSi&D 
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So great a reverence, and so staid a knowledge 

Maxu Sur-reverence, you would say! What truth? 
what knowledge ? 

What any thing, but eating, is good in her ? 
’Twould make a fool prophesy, to be fed continually. 
What do you get ? Your labour and your danger. 
Whilst she sits bathing in her larded fury. 

Inspired with full deep cups, who cannot prophesy? 
A tinker, out of ale, will give predictions ; 

But who believes ? 

Dio. She is a holy druid, 

A woman noted for that faith, that piety. 

Beloved of Heaven. 

Maxi. Heaven knows, I do not believe it. 
Indeed, I must confess, they are excellent jugglers ; 
Their age upon some fools too flings a confidence : 
But what grounds have they, what elements to work 
on?. 

Shew me but that ! the sieve and sheers ? a learned 
one, 

I have no patience to dispute this question, 

*Tis so ridiculous ! I think the devil does help ’em y 
— ■' Or rather, mark me well, abuse ’em, uncle : 

‘For they, are as fit to deal with him, these old women, 
They are hs jump * andsquared out to hisnature—r— 
Dio. Thou hast a perfect malice. 

Maxi. So I would have ; \ 

Against these purbUn|i prophets ; for, look ye, sir, 
Old w'oraen wfll lie monstrously, so will the devil. 
Or else he has had much wrong ; upon my know- 
ledge 

Old women are malicious, so is he ; 

They are proud,and covetous, revengeful, lecherous, 
All which are excellent attributes o’ th’ devil : 

■ : . * Jump.'^ That is, exactly agreeing with. The word occurs 
frequentlyin old plays. 
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They would at least seem holy, so would he ; 

And, to veil o’er these villainies, they would pro- 
phesy ; 

He gives them leave now and then to use their 
cunnings. 

Which is to kill a cow, or blast a harvest. 

Make young pigs pipe themselves to death, choke 
poultry. 

And chafe a dairy-wench into a fever 
With pumping for her butter : 

But when he makes these agents to raise emperors. 
When he disposes fortune as his servant, 

And ties her to old wives’ tails 

Dio. Go thy ways ; 

Thou art a learned' scholar, against credit. 

You hear the prophecy. 

Maxi. Yes 5 and I laugh at it. 

And so will any man can tell but twenty, . 

That is not blind as you are, blind and ignorant. 

Do you think she knows your fortune? 

Dio. I do think it. ■ ■ 

Maxi. I know she has the name of a rare sooth- 
sayer j , ' ■ ' ' 

But do you in your conscience believe her holy ? 
Inspired with such prophetic fire ? 

Dio. Yes, in my conscience. 

Maxi. And that you must, upon necessity. 
From her words, be a Cmsar? 

Dio. If I live , P 

s.T, ihftm., There’s one stop yet. „ . . ; 

Dio. And follow her directions. 

Maxi. But do not juggle with me. , 
;:::gDio.;:Tn^:®th,;cousin,s'pip^^ 

So full a truth hangs ever on her prophecies, 

That how I should think otherwise — ^ — 

Maxi. Very well, sir j P'.. ' 

You then believe (for me&inks ’tis most necessary) 
She knows her own fate ? 
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Dio. I believe it certain. 

Mad. Dare you but be so wise to let me try it? 
For I stand doubtful. 

Dio. How? 

Mad. Come nearer to me. 

Because her cunning devil shall not prevent me; 
Close, close, and hear.— If she can turn this destinys 
I’ll be of your faith too. [ Whispers Diocles. 

Dio. Forward, I fear not ; 

For if she knows not this, sure she knows nothing. 

Enter t)ELPHiA. 

I am so confident 

Mad, ’Faith, so am I too. 

That I shall make her devil’s sides hum. 

; "Dio. She comes here ; 

Go take your stand. 

‘ Maxi. Now holy,^ or you howl for’t ! \B.etires. 
Dio. ’Tis pity this young man should be so stub- 
born ; 

Valiant he is, and to his valour temperate, 

■ ^Only distrustful of delays in fortune ; 

I love him dearly well. 

■ Delpi^ Now, my son Diocles, 

Are you not weary of your game to-day ? 

And a^re you well ?„ ’ , ; ; 

Did mother, well and lusty; ■ ' 

Only you make me hunt for empty shadows. 

Delp. You must have patience : Rome was not 
built in one day ; 

Andhethat hopes, must give his hopes theii’ currents. 
You have kill’d a mighty boar. 

Dio. But I’m no emperor. 

’ r ^ Miwholy, &C.3 Soward would read, ^oto hallow that 
, is, show yourself holy ; but the text means the same. 
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Why do you fool me thus, and make me follow 
Your flattering expectation hour by hour ? 

Rise early, and sleep late ? to feed your appetites. 
Forget my trade, my anns ? forsake mine honour ? 
Labour and sweat to arrive at a base memory ? 
Oppose myself to hazards of all sorts. 

Only to win the barbarous name of butcher ? 

JDelp. Son, you are wise. 

Dio. But you are cunning, mother ; 

And with that cunning,'* and the faith I give you. 
You lead me blindly to no end, no honour. 

You find you are daily fed, you take no labour. 
Your fiimily at ease, they know no market ; 

And therefore, to maintain this, you speak darkly. 
As darkly still you nourish it 5 whilst I 
(Being a credulous and obsequious coxcomb) 
Hunt daily, and sweat hourly ; to find out. 

To clear your mystery, kill boar on boar, , 

And make your spits and pots bowwith my bounties : 

Yet I still poorer, further still 

Delp. Be provident. 

And tempt not the gods’ dooms ; stop not the glory 
They are ready to fix on you j you are a fool then 
Chearfiil and grateful takers the gods love. 

And such as wait their pleasures with fiill hopes j 
The doubtful and distrustful man Heaven frowns at. 
What I have told you by my inspiration, 

I tell you once again, must and shall find you. 
Dio. But when ? or how ? 

Delp. Cum Aprum interfeceris. 

Dio. I have kill’d many. 

Delp. Not the boar they point you ; ^ 

Nor must I reveal further, till you clear it : 

The lots of glorious men are wrapt in mysteries, 

And uoith that cannon.] The in the text was made 

by Betterton, but is claimed by Sympson. 
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And so deliver’d ; common and slight creatures. 
That have their ends as open as their actions, 

Easy and open fortunes follow. 

Maxi. {Coming silently forward with Us bow bent.'J 
I shall try 

How deep your inspiration lies hid in you, 

And whether your brave spirit have a buckler 
To keep this arrow oif ; I’ll make you smoke else. 

Bio. Knowing my fortuneso precisely, punctually. 
And that it must fall without contradiction. 

Being a stranger, of no tie unto you, 

Methinks you should be studied in your own ; 

In your own destiny, methinks, most perfect : 

And every hour, and every minute, mother, 

(So great a care should Heaven have of her mini- 
sters) 

Methinks your fortunes both w'ays should appear 
to you, 

Both to avoid, and take. ^ Can the stars now. 

And all those influences, you receive into you, 

Or secret inspirations you make show of, 

If an hard fortune hung, and were now ready 
To pour itself upon your life, deliver you? 

Can they now say,:“ Takenheed ?” 

IDelp. Ha ? Pray ypu come hither. 

Maxi. I would know that : I fear your devil will 
Hi? cozenyou; , ,, lApart. 

And, staiid.%ctee.;asTOd,can, i shall be wm you. 

Beip. 

Bio. How? '“MV ■ 

Belp. But I scorn it. 

Maxi. Do you so ? do you so ? [Jpart. 

Belp. Yes, and laugh at it. Diodes. 

Is it not strange, these wild and foolish men 
Should darn to oppose the power of destiny? 

That power the gods shake at ? Look yonder, son. 
Maxi.' you spied me ? then have at you. 
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Delp. Do ; shoot boldly ! 

Hit me, and spare not, if thou canst. 

Dio. Shoot, cousin. 

Maxi. I cannot ; mine arm’s dead ; I have no 
feeling ! 

Or, if I could shoot, so strong is her arm’d virtue, 
She would catch the arrow flying. 

Delp. Poor doubtful people ! 

I pify your weak faiths. 

Dio. Your mercy, mother ! 

And, from this hour, a deity I crown you. 

Delp. No more of that. 

Maxi. Oh, let my prayers prevail too ! 

Here, like a tree I dwell else: Free me, mother. 
And, greater than great Fortune, I’ll adore thee ! 
Delp. Be free again, and have more pure thoughts 
in you. 

Dio. Now I believe your words most constantly ; 
And when I have that power you have promised 
to me — 

Delp. Remember then your vow: MynieceDru- 

I mean, to marry her, and then you prosper. 

Dio. I shall forget my life else. 

Delp. I am a poor wealf woman; to meno worship. 

Enter Nigek, Geta, afid Soldiers. 

Geta. And shall he have as you say, that kills this 

Delp. mark, and understand. 

Niger. The proscription’s up, 

I’ th’ market-place ’tis up ; there you may read it : 
He shall have half the empire. 

Geta. A pretty farm, i’ faith. 

Niger. And the emperor’s sister, bright Aurelia, 
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Her to his wife. 

Geta. You sajr well, friend : But, hark you ; 
Who shall do this ? 

Niger. You, if you dare. 

Geta. I think so : 

Yet, I could poison him in a pot of perry ; 

He loves that vengeancely. But when I have done 
this, 

May I lie with the gentlewoman ? 

Niger. Lie with her ? 

Wliat else, man ? 

Geta. Yes, man ; I have known 
A man married that never lay with his wife ; 
Those dancing-days are done. 

Niger. These are old soldiers, 

And poor, it seems. I’ll try their appetites. — 
’Save ye, brave soldiers 1 
, Maxi. Sir, you talk’d of proscriptions ? 

Niger. ’Tis true; there is one set up from the 
emperor, 

Against Volutius Aper. 

Dio. Aper ? 

Now! 

.. Now have you found the boar ? 

Dio. I have the meanftg ; 

And, blessed mothei'^—^ 

Niger. He has scorn’d his masfer^w 
And bloodily cut off by treachery , ;! i j ^ 
Thelicflule^l^ther to Hib. ■ " *. 

Dio. 'He HVes here, sir, 1* ' ' 

Sickly and weak,' 

Niger. Did you see him ? 

Maxi. No. 

Niger. He is murder’d ; : 

So you shall find it mention’d from the emperor, 
And, honest faithful soldiers, but believe it ; 

For, by the gods, you’ll find it so ; he’s murder’d 1 
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The manner how, read in the large proscription. 

Delp. It is most true, son, and he cozens you ; 
Aper’s a villain false. 

Dio. I thank you, mother. 

And dare believe you.--Haik you, sir! the recom- 
pense 

As you related 

Niger. Is as firm as faith, sir. 

Bring him alive or dead. 

Maxi. You took a fit time. 

The general being out o’ th’ town j for though we 
love him not. 

Yet, had he known this first, you had paid for’t 

?«yi||iai|vdearly^^^^ ■ ; ; 

Dio. ’Tis Niger; now I know him ; honest Niger, 
A true sound man ; and I believe him constantly. 
Your business may be done, make no great hurry 
For your own safety. 

Niger. No ; I am gone, I thank you. \Exit. 
Dio. Pray, Maximinian, pray. 

Maxi. I’ll pray and work too. 

Dio. I’ll to the market-place, and read the ofter ; 

And, now I have found the boar ; 

Delp. Find your own faith too. 

And remember what you have vow’d. 

Dio. Oh, mother 1 

Delp. Prosper. 

Geta. If my master and I do do this, there’s two 
emperors,^ 

Apd what a show wiU that malce! how we shall 
' Y; bounce it I \Exemt. 

^ If my master and I do do tkis^ The second folio and the 

modem editions omit the second do» I incline to retain it, as not 
uncharacteristic of Geta. 
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ACT 11. SCENE 1. 


A Room in the House of the Profietess. 

Enter Drusilla and Delphia. 

Hrus. Leave us, and not vouchsafe a parting kiss 
To her, that in his hopes of greatness lives, 

And goes along with him in all his dangers ? 

Hdp. I grant ’twas most inhiiman. 

Hrus. Oh, you give it • 

Too mild a name ! ’twas more than barbarous ! 
And you a partner in it.. 

Help. I, Drusilla? 

Hrus. Yes ; you haye blown his swoln pride to 
that vastness, 

- As he believes the earth is in his fathom ; 

This makes him quitfs forget his humble being : 
And can I hope that hb, that only fed 
"With the imagined food of future einp ire, 

Pis4ahts even thesp tbaf gave him ineans, and life. 
To nouristo sueh dbsmns, when |^e’s possess’d 
Of his ambitious ends (which must fall on him. 

Or your predictions are false) will ever 
Descend to look on me ? 

Help. Were his intents 
Perfidious as the seas or winds ; his heart 
Composed of falsehood ; yet the benefit. 

The greatness of the good he has from you, 

, (Tor what I have conferr’d is thine, Drusilla) 
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Must make him firm and tJiknkful : But if all 
Remembrance of the debts he stands engaged for, 
Find a quick grave in his ingratitude, 

My powerful art, that guides him to this height. 
Shall make him curse the hour he e’er was raised, 
Or sink him to the centre. 

Drus. I had rather 

Your art could force him to return that ardour 
To me, I bear to him ; or give me power 
To moderate my passions : Yet I know not ; 

I should repent your grant, though you had sign’d it 
(So well I find he’s worthy of all service.) 

But to believe that any check to him ■ 

In his main hopes, could yield content to me, 
Were treason to true love, that knows no pleasure. 
The object that it dotes on ill affected ! 

Delp. Pretty simplicity ! I love thee for’t, 

'And will not sit an idle looker-on. 

And see it cozen’d. Dry thy innocent eyes. 

And cast off jealous fears, (yet promises 
Are but lip-comforts) and but fancy aught 
That’s possible in nature, or in ait, , 

That may advance thy comfort, and be bold 
To tell thy soul ’tis thine ; therefore speak freely. 

Driis. You new-create me ! To conceal from you 
My virgin fondness, were to hide my sickness 
From my physician. Oh, dear aunt, I languish 
For want of Diodes’ sight : He is the sun 
That keeps my blood in a perpetual spring ; 

But, in his absence, cold benumbing winter 
Seizes on all my faculties. Would you bind me 
(That am your slave already) in more fetters, 

And, in the place of service, to adore you ? 

Oh, bear me then (but ’tis impossible, 

I fear, to be effected) where I may : 

See how my Diodes breaks through his dangers^ 
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And in what heaps his honours flow upon him. 
That I may meet him in the height and pride 
Of all his glories, and there (as your gift) 
Challenge him as mine own. 

Delp. Enjoy thy wishes : 

This is an easy boon, which, at thy years, 

I could have given to any ; but now grown 
Perfect in all the hidden mysteries 
Of that inimitable art, which makes us 
Equal even to the gods, and nature’s wonders. 

It shall be done as fits my skill and glory : 

To break through bolts and locks, a scholar’s prize 
For thieves and pick-locks! to pass through an 
army, 

Cover’d with night, or some disguise, the practice 
Of poor and needy spies ! No, my Drusilla, 

From Ceres I will force her winged dragons. 

And in the air hang over the tribunal, 

The music of the spheres attending on us. 

There, as his good star, thou shaft shine upon him. 
If he prove true, and as his angel guard him : 

But if he dare be false, I, in a moment, 

"Will put that glorious light out, with such horror 
As if the eternal night, had seized the sun. 

Or all things were return’d to the first chaos, 

And then appear like furies. , . , ,>’ 

Drm. I will do 

Whate’er you shall command. > ' > • 

Delp. Eest'then assured, ‘ 

I am the mistress of my art, and fear not. 

[Soft music. Ea'eunL 
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SCENE IL 


The Camp of Aper. 

Enter Apee, Camurios, Guard, mth a Litter co- 
veredi 

Aper. Your care of your siek emperor, fellow- 

SiSSaSiS-'Wdiers, ; 

In colours to the life cloth shew your love, 

And zealous duty ; Oh, continue in it ! 

And though I know you long to see and hear him. 
Impute it not to pride or melancholy, 

That keeps you from your wishes ; such state-vices 
(Too, too familiar with great princes) are 
Strangers to all the actions of the life 
Of good Numerianus. Let your patience . ; , : 

Be the physician to his wounded eyes, 

(Wounded with pious sorrow for his father) 

Which time and your strong patience will recover'. 
Provided it prove constant. [Goes to the Utter. 

1 Gaiard. If he counterfeit, 

[_Apart to the other Guards. 
I will hereafter trust a prodigal heir. 

When he weeps at his lather’s funeral. 

2 Guard. Or a young widow, following a bed-rid 

husband 

(After a three-years’ groaning) to the fire. 

S Guardi Note his humility, and with what soft 
»r murmurs . 

He does inquire his pleasures. 

1 Guard. And how; Soon v 
He is instructed, i ' ^ 
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2 Guard. How he bows again too. 

A'per. All your commands, dread Cmsar, I’ll im- 
part 

To your most ready soldier, to obey them ; 

So take your rest in peace. \ Turmng from, the litter 
to the Guards .'^ — It is the pleasure 
Of mighty Caesar (his thanks still remember’d 
For your long patience, which a donative. 

Fitting his state to give, shall quickly follow) 

That you continue a strict guard upon 
His sacred person, and admit no stranger 
Of any other legion to come near him ; 

You being most trusted by him. I receive 
Your answer in your silence. — Now, Camurius, 

[Apart to him. 

' Speak without flattery : Hath thy Aper acted 
This passion to the life ? 

Cam. I would applaud him. 

Were he saluted Caesar : But I fear 
These long-protracted counsels will undo us ; 

And ’tis beyond my reason, he being dead, 

^You should conceal yourself, or hope it can 
Continue undiscovered- 
Jper. That I have kill’d him, 

Yet feed these ignorant fools with hopes he lives^ 
Has a main end in’t. The Pannoniai cohorts 
(That are my own^^nd sure) are not come up ; 
The Gkman fogidhs waver.i, atid Charinus, 
Brother to this &ad dog, (helfs plagues on Niger !) 
Is jealous of the murder, and, I hear. 

Is marching up against me. ’Tis not safe. 

Till I have power to justify the act. 

To shew myself the author : Be therefore careful 
For an hour or two (till I have fully sounded 
How the tribunes and centurions stand affected) 
That none come near the litter. If I find them 
Firm on my part, I dare profess myself j 
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And then, live Aper’s equi ! 

Cam. Does not the body 
Begin to putrify ? . ^ 

Aper. That exacts my haste : 

When, but even now, I feign’d obedience to it, 

As I had some great business to impart, 

The scent had almost choak’d me ; be therefore 
curious,^ 

All keep at distance. 

Cam. I am taught ray parts ; 

Haste you, to perfect yours. Apee. 

1 Guard. I had rather meet 
An enemy i’ th’ field, than stand thus nodding 
Like to a rug-gown’d watchman. 

JEnter Diocles, Maximinian, and Geta. 

Maxi. The watch at noon ?" 

This is a new device. 

Cam. Stand! ,, 

Against all danger. ■■ .. 

Maxi. If I fear to follow, 

A cowai'd’s name pursue me ! 

Dio. Now, my fate. 

Guide and direct me ! 

Cam. You are rude and saucy, 

With your forbidden feet to touch this ground. 

Sacred to Cassar only, and to these 

That do attend his person ! Speak, what are you ? 

^ Cimous^l L e* Cautious* — 

Curiotis does not merely signify cautious, but cautious to a 
degree of minuteness dnd precision.— MfZd'o??. 

" Geta. The watch at 7ioon^J The old books give this speech 
to Geta^ whom we thought the most unlikely person on the stage 
to make the remark, before consulted Betterton’s edition^ 
which we have followed, m it to Mfasimhnaru — Ed* 1778* 
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Dio. What thou, nor any of thy faction are, 

Nor ever were ; soldiers, and honest men. 

Cam. So blunt ? * 

Geta. Nay, you shall find he’s good at the sharp 
too. 

Dio. No instruments of craft, engines of murder, 
That serve the emperor only with oil’d tongues. 
Sooth and applaud his vices, play the bawds 
To all his appetites ; and when you have wrought 
So far upon his weakness, that he’s grown 
Odious to the subject and Jiimself, 

And can no further help your wicked ends. 

You rid him out o’ th’ way. 

Cam. Treason ! 

Dio. ’Tis truth. 

And I will make it goodv 

Cam. Lay hands upon ’em ; 

Or kill them suddenly ! ■ 

Geta. I am out at that j 
I do not like the sport. 

Dio. Wiat’s he that is ^ 

Owner of any virtue worth a Roman, 

Or does retain the memory of the oath , ■*' 

He made to Caesar, that dares lift his sword 
Against the man that (careless of his life) , : 
Comes to discover such a horrid treason, , 

As, when you hear’t, and understand i Ar long 
You have been abu^, will ru^ ybu itiai^felh fury? 
I am no stranger, but (like you) a soldier, 

Train’d up one from mj^ youth: And there are some 
With whom I have served, and (not to praise myself) 
Must needs confess they have seen Diodes, 

In the late Britain wars, both dare and do 
Beyond a common man. 

1 Guard. Diodes ? 

2 Guard.,1 know him ; ; 

The bravest soldier of the empire. 
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■ Stand i , "W-; ^ 

If thou advance an inch, thou art dead. 

Dio. Die thou, [_Kills Cabiurius. 

That durst oppose thyself against a truth 
That will break out, though mountains cover it ! 

Geta. I fear this is a sucking pig, no boar. 

He falls so easy. 

Dio. Hear me, fellow soldiers ; 

And if I make it not apparent to you 
This is an act of justice, and no murder. 

Cut me in pieces. I’ll disperse the cloud 
That hath so long obscured a bloody act 
Ne’er equall’d yet. You all know with what favours 
The good Numerianus ever graced 
The provost Aper ? 

Guard. True. 

Dio. And that those bounties 
Should have contain’d him (if he e’er had learn’d 
The elements of honesty and truth) Ci;,.; 

In loyal duty : But Ambition never 
Looks backward on Desert, but with blind haste 
Boldly runs on : But I lose time. You are here . 
Commanded by this Aper to attend 
The empei'or’s person, to admit no stranger- 
To have access to him, or come near his litter, ’ ' " 
Under pretence, forsooth, his eyes are sore. 

And his mind ti'oubled : No, my friends, you are 
cozen’d; 

The good Numerianus now is past 
The sense of wrong or injury. 

[Opens the litter, and discoveh the dead body of 
Numerianus. 

Guard. How ! dead ? 

Dio. Let your own eyes inform you. 

Geta. An emperor’s cabinet ? 

Rough ! I have known a cha^niel-house smell sweeter, 
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If emperor’s flesh have this savour, what will mine do 
When I am rotten ? 

1 Guard. Most unheard-of villainy ! 

2 Guard. And with all cruelty to be revenged. 

3 Guard. Who is the murderer ? Name him, that 

we may 

Punish it in his family. 

Dio. Who blit Aper ? 

The barbarous and most ingrateful Aper ? 

His desperate poniard printed on his breast 
This deadly wound. Hate to vow’d enemies 
Finds a full satisfaction in death, 

And tyrants seek no further : He, a subject. 

And bound by all the ties of love and duty, 

Ended not so ; but does deny his prince 
(Whose ghost, forbade a passage to his rest. 
Mourns by the Stygian shore) his funeral-rites. 
Nay, weep not j let your loves speak in your anger; 
And, to confirm you gave no suffrage to 
The damned plot, lend me your helping hands 
To wreak the parricide ; and if you find 
That there is worth in Diodes to deserve it. 

Make him your leader. 

A Diodes, a Diodes ! , yH 

* w e’il force him ftom his guards-'^^ifedBOW, 
my stars, ••••f /--y, 

If you have any good for me in ,1 . . 

Shew it, when I h^yeslain this fafflfSw ! [Eseeunt. 


Scei^eIIL] the prophetess. 
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Ronw-. Before the Capitol. 

Ente^' on a Cloud, Delphia arid Drusilla, hi a 
Throne, drami by Dragons. 

Delp. Fix here, and rest awhileyoiir sail-stretched 
wings,® 

That have out-stript the winds. The eye of Heaven 
Durst not behold your speed, but hid itself 
Behind the grossest clouds ; and the pale moon 
Pluck’d in her silver horns, trembling for fear 
That my strong spells should force her from her 
sphere: 

Such is the power of art. 

Drus. Good aunt, where are we ? 

Delp. Lodk down, Dr)jsiIia>on these lofty towers, 

^ Suil-strefclied I cannot forbear transcribing a stanza 

out of our inimitable Spenser, which whether our poets had in 
their eye or no here, the reader must judge. B. i. C, xL Stan. 19 . 

His flaggy wings when forth, he did display, 

Were like u^^o sails, in which the hollow wind 
Is gathered full, and w^'orketh speedy w'ay : 

And eke the pens that did his pinions bind, 

Were like main-yards, with dying canvas lined ; 

With which, when as him list the air to beat. 

And there by force unwonted passage find. 

The clouds befqre him fied for teirbf great, 

And all the heavens stood full amazed with his threat.’^ 

The same beautiful epithet occurs in Massinger’s Unnatural 
Combat, and, as Mr Gifford obseryeSi in Joq^qn’s Every Man out 
of his Humour, as well ^ in Mpton. 
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These spacious streets, where every private house 
Appears a palace to receive a king : 

The site, the wealth, the beauty of the place. 

Will soon inform thee ’tis imperious Rome, 

Rome, the great mistress of the conquer’d world. 

Drus. But, without Diodes, it is to me 
Like any wilderness we have pass’d o’er : 

Shall I not see him ? 

Delp. Yes, and in full glory. 

And glut thy greedy eyes with looking on 
His prosperous success. Contain thyself ; 

Tor though all things beneath us are transparent^ 
The sharpest-sighted (were he eagle-eyed) 

Cannot discover us. Nor will we hang 
Idle spectators to behold his triumph j 
■But, when occasion shall present itself. 

Do something to add to it. 

Ewfer Dxocles, Maximinian, Geta, Apeb guarded ^ 
Senators, Officers, with the litter. 

See, he comes. 

Drus. How god-like he appears ! With such a 
grace,. 

The giants that attempted to scale Heaven, 

When they lay dead on the Phlegrean plain. 

Mars did appear to Jove. 

Forbear. 

Dio.' Look . ' '■ 

And when with hojfor thou hast view’d thy deed, 
Thy most accursed deed, be thine own judge. 

And see (thy guilt consider’d) if thou canst 
Persuade thyseh^ whom thou stands! bound to hate, 
To hope or plead for mercy. 

Aper, I confess 
My life’s a burden to me. 

Dio. Thou art like thy name, 
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A cruel Boar, whose snout hath rooted up 
The fruitful vineyard of the commonwealth. 

I long have hunted for thee ; and since now 
Tliou art in the toil, it is in vain to hope 
Thou ever shalt break out Thou dost deserve - 
The hangman’s hook, or to be punished 
More mcgorum^ whipt with rods to death. 

Or any way that were more terrible : 

Yet, since my future fate depends upon thee. 
Thus to fulfil great Delphia’s prophecy, 

Aper (thou fatal Boar) receive the honour 
To fall by Diodes’ hand!— Aper.] Shine 
clear, my stars. 

That usher’d me to taste this common air. 

In my entrance to the world, and give applause 
To this great work ! 

Delp. Strike music from the spheres ! \Mmk. 
Drus. Oh, now you honour me ! 

JDio. Ha ! in the air ? 

All. Miraculous ! 

Maxi. This shews the gods approve 
The person and the act. Then if the senate 
(For in their eyes I read the soldiers’ love) 

Think Diodes worthy to supply the place 
Of dead Numerianus, as he stands 
His heir in his revenge, with one consent 
Salute him emperor. 

Sen. Long live Diodes 1 
Augustus, Paler Patrice, and all titles 
That are peculiar only to the Cmsars, 

We gladly throw upon him. 

We confiiin it, - 

And will defend his honour with our swords 
Against the world. Raise him to the tribunal. 

1 Sen. Fetch the imperial robes ; and, as a sign 
We give him absolute power of life and death, 
Bind this sword* to his side. 
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2 Sen. Omit no ceremony 
That may be for his honour. [Song, 

Mad. Still the gods _ ' ^ 

Express that they are pleased, with this election. 

Geta. My master is an emperor, and 1 feel_ 

A senator’s itch upon me ; ’Would I could hire 
These fine invisible fiddlers to play to me 
At my instalment. 

Dio. I embrace your loves. 

And hope the honours that you heap upon me 
Sliall be with strength supported : It shall be 
My study to appear another Atlas, 

To stand firm underneath this heaven of empire. 
And bear it boldly. I desire no titles, 

But as I shall deserve ’em. I will keep 
The name I had, being a private man. 

Only with some small dilference ; I will ad^y 
To Diodes but two short syllables., 

And be call’d Dioclesianus.^ * 

Geta. That is fine I 

I’ll follow the fashion ; and, when I am a senator, 

I will be no more plain Geta, but be call’d 

s Biodesianus.'} Sytn|>son is greatly puzzled and shocked that 
Biocles should break his word, and add three syllables instead of 
two, as he had declared his resolution to do. But then that un- 
lucky jester, Geta, in imitation of his master, makes exactly the 
same addition to his own name. However, Mason, admiring 
the lucubrations of Sympson, steps in, defends bis alteration of 
Dioclesianus to Dioclesian, and helps him out of the difficulty by 
observing, that Getiaiius does not imitate his sovereign by using 
the same termination, but that he follows the fashion by the ad- 
dition of two syllables to his name! — Surely these speculations 
are as idle as they are ludicrous. Were it necessary to offer any 
refutation of their arguments, one question would suffice : Could 
not Dioclesianus be pronounced by the very usual contraction of 
two vowels, as a word of fiye or rather four syllables ? If Mason 
and Sympson make two ^ llables of their proposed addition, they 
will find a most uncouth line produced— “ And be called Di-o-clp” 
si-an. That is fine 1” 
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Lord Getianus. 

Dr as. He ne’er thinks of me. 

Nor of your favour. 

•Enfer Niger. 

Delp. If he dares prove false. 

These glories shall be to him' as a dream. 

Or an enchanted banquet. 

Niger. From Charinus, , 

From great Charinus,-who 'With joy hath heard 
Of your proceedings, and confirms your honours : 
He, with his beauteous sister, &ir Aurelia, 

Are come in person, like themselves attended, ^ 
To gratulate your fortune. {LoiM mtisk. 

Dio. For thy news, 

Be thou in France pro*consul. 

Enter Charinus, AuREi.u, and Attefidants. 

Let us meet 

The emperor with all honour, and embrace him. 

Dries, Oh, aunt, I fear this princess doth eclipse 
The opinion of my beauty, though I were 
Myself to be the judge ! 

Delp. Relyonme.' 

Clear. Tis virtue, and not birth, that makes us 
noble : 

■ Great actions speak great minds, and such should 
govern ; 

And you are graced with both. Thus,» as a bro* 
ther, 

A fellow, and co-partner in the empire, 

I do embrace you. May we live so far 
From difference, or emulous competition, . 

That all the world .may say, although two bodies, 
roL. vir. s. , . 
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We have one mind ! 

Jur. When I look on the trunk 
Of dear Nuinerianus, I should wash 
His wounds with tears, and pay a sister’s sorrow 
To his sad fate ; but since he lives again 
In your most brave revenge, I bow to you, 

As to a power that gave him second life. 

And will make good my promise. If you find 
That there is worth in me that may deserve yoUj 
And that in being your wife, I shall not bring 
Disquiet and dishonour to your bed, 

(Although my youth and fortune should require 
Both to be sued and sought to) here I yield 
Myself at your devotion. 

Dio. Oh, you gods. 

Teach me how to be thankful ! You have pour’d 
All blessings on me, that ambitious man 
Could ever fancy : Till this happy minute 
I ne’er saw beauty, or believed there could be 
Perfection in a woman ! I shall live 
To serve and honour you. Upon my knees 
I thus receive you ; and, so you vouchsafe it. 

This day I am doubly married, to the empire. 

And your best self. 

Delp. False and perfidious villain ! 

Dt'iis. Let me fall headlong on him ! Oh, my 
stars! -'■•■j;. 

This,! foresaw and fear’d. „ ,, . if . 

Ojar. CaR forth a flamen. 

This knot shall now be tied. 

Delp. But I will loose it. 

If art or hell have any strength. 
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Enter a Flamen. 

Char. Prodigious ! 

Maxi. How soon the day’s o’ercast ! 

Flamen. The signs are fatal ; 

Juno smiles not upon this match, and shews too 
She has her thunder. 

Dio. Can there be a stop 
In my full ibrtune ? 

Char. We are too violent. 

And I repent the haste : We first should pay 
Our latest duty to the dead, and then 
Proceed discreetly. Let’s take up the body ; 

And when we have placed his ashes in his urn. 
We’ll try the gods again ; for, wise men say. 
Marriage and obsequies do not suit one day. 

\_Exeunt all but Delphia and Drusilla. 

Delp. So ; ’tis deferr’d yet, in despite of false- 
hood. 

Comfort, Drusilla ; for he shall be thine. 

Or wish, in yain, he were not.* I will punish 
His perjury to the height. — Mount up, my birds.®. 

^ Or tmJi in min he were not. ! will pitnisk.2 The meaning 
of the text obviously is, He sliail be thine, or wish he had no 
€3:iste?ice ; which I will prevent his putting a period to/’ 

This obvious explanation w^as extorted from the last editors by 
most needless difficulties started, and alterations proposed, by Se- 
ward and Sympsom 

^ Mount up, mij birds,'} She means dragons. Thus what has, 
or is supposed to have, wings, as the dragons here, is by our poets 
called a bird, Shakspeare takes much the same kind of liberty in 
his Anthony and Cleopatra, when he calk his aspics worms of 
Nile ^ and Milton, in imitation of his great master, gives the ser» 
pent in Paradise Lost the same name> as coming, I suppose, under 
the denomination of reptiles. — S^mpson 4 

Delphia speaks metaphorically, but Shakspeare, as well as B-Hl* 
Ion, took no kind of liberty, for, anciently the term mrms was 
applied to serpents of every description. 
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Some rites I am to perform to Hecate, 

To perfect my designs ; wliich, once perform’d, 
He shall be made obedient to thy call. 

Or in bis ruin I will bury all. \_Ascend in ffie throne. 


ACT III. SCENE L 


’’ ■ Before the Palace.> 


Enter Maximinian. 


Mtixi. What powerful star shined at this man’s 
nativity. 

And bless’d his homely cradle with full glory ? 
What throngs of people press and buz about him. 
And with their humming flatteries sing him Caesar ? 
Sing him aloud, and grow hoarse \’?ith saluting him ? 
How the fierce-minded soldier steals in to him. 
Adores and coinrts his honour ? at his devotion 
Their lives, their virtues, and their fortunes laying r 
Charinus sues, the emperor entreats him,- 
And, as a brighter flame, takes his beams from him ; 
The bless’d and bright Aurelia, she dotes on him. 
And, as the god of love, burns incense to him ; 
All eyes live on him : Yet I am still Maximinian, 
Still the same poor and wretched thing, his servant. 
What have I got by this ? where lies my glory ? 
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How am I raised and honour’d ? I Have gone as far 
To woo this purblind honour, and have pass’d 
As many dangerous .expeditions. 

As noble, and as high ; nay, in his destiny. 

Whilst ’tvvas unknown, have run as many hazards. 
And done as much, sweat through as many perils ; 
Only the hangman of Volutius Aper, 

Which I mistook, has made him emperor. 

And me his slave,. 

JLnter Delphia and Drusilea. 

Delp. Stand still ! he cannot see us. 

Till I please. Mark him well; this discontentment 
1 have forced into him, for thy cause, Drusilla, 
Maxi. Can the gods see this. 

See it with justice, and confer their blessings 
On him, that never flung one grain of incense 
Upon their altars ? never bow’d his knee yet ? 

. Audi that have march’d foot by foot, struck equally. 
And, whilst he was a-gleaning, have been prajdng. 

Contemning his base, covetous- 

Delp. Now wc’ll be open. [Tiiey come forward. 

Maxi. Bless me ! and with all reverence 

[Ahecfe. 

Delp. Stand up, son. 

And wonder not at thy ungrateful uncle : 

I know thy thoughts, and I appear to ease ’em. 
Maxi. Oh, mother, did I stand the tenth part to 
you 

Engaged and fettePd, as mine uncle does. 

How would I serve, how would I fall before you J 

The poorer powers we worship 

Delp. Peace, and flatter not ; 

Necessity and anger'draw this from you. 

Of both which I ’will quit you. For your uncle 
I spoke this honour, and it fell upon him, 
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Fell, to his full content : He has forgot me, 

For all my care, foi^ot me, and his vow too ; 

As if a dream had vanish’d, so he has lost me. 

And I him j let him now stand fast ! Come hither; 
My care is now on you. 

Maxi. Oh, blessed mother ! 

Delp. Stand still, and let me work. — So !— Now, 
Maximinian, 

Go, and appear in court, and eye Aurelia ; 

Believe what I have done concerns you highly. 
Stand in her view, make your addresses to her ; 
She is th* stair of honour. I’ll say no more. 

But Fortune is your servant : Go. 

Maxi. With reverence, 

AH this as holy truths— [Exit. 

Delp. Believe, and prosper. 

Driis. Yet all this cures not me ! But as much 
credit. 

As much belief from Dioclesian 

Delp. Be not dejected ; I hav^^e warn’d you often,- 
The proudest thoughts he has I’ll humble. — Who’s 
this? 

Enter Geta, Lictors, and Suitors, ‘with petitions. 

Oh, ’tis the fool and knave grown a grave officer. 
Here’s hot and high preferment. 

Geta. What’s your bill ? , - . 

For gravel for the Appian way, and pills ? 

Is the way rheumatic ? 

] Sidt. ’Tis piles, an’t please you. 

Geta. Remove me those piles to Port Esquiline,^ 

^ Vort Esquiline.] So our great Spenser, from whom this pas-* 
sage seems to have been taken. B. ii. C. is. Stan. S2. 

But all the liquor, which was foul and waste, 

Not good nor serviceable else for ought, 
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Fitter the place, my friend : ¥gu shall be paid. 

1 Suit. I thank your worship. 

Geta. Thank me when you have it. 

Thank me another way, you are an ass else : 

I know my office. You are for the streets, sir- 
Lord, how ye throng ! That knave lias eaten gar- 
lick ; 

Whip him, and bring him back. 

3 Suit. I beseech your worship ; 

Here’s an old reckoning for the dung and dirt, sir. 

Geta. It stinks like thee away ! Yet let him tarry; 
His bill shall quit his breath. Give your petitions 
In seemly sort, and keep your hats off, decently. 

\_Reads. 

For scouringthe water-courses through the cities 
A fine periphrasis of a kennel-raker ! 

Did you scour all, my friend ? You had some bu- 
siness ; ■ 

Who shall scour you ? You are to be paid I take it. 
When surgeons swear you have perform’d your of- 
See. 7 , . . 

4 Stdt. Your worship’s merry, 

Geta. We must be sometimes witty. 

To knick a knave ; ’tis as useful as our gravity. 

I’ll take no more petitions ; I am pester’d I 
Give me some rest. 

4 Suit. I have brought the gold, an’t please you. 
About the place you promised. 

They in another great round vessel placed. 

Till by a conduit-pipe it thence were brought : 

And all the rest, that noyous was and nought. 

By secret ways that none might it espy, 

Was close convey’d, and to the back gate brought. 

That cleped was Port Bsqidline, whereby 

It was avoided quite, and thrown out privily.” — Sympson. 

The reader will probably find no marks of imitation in the text 
from this stanza of Spenser. ' ’ ' 
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Gefe. See him enter’d. 

Plow does your daughter ? 

4 Suit. Better your worship thinks of her. 

Geta. This is with the least. But let me see your 
daughter : 

^Tis a good forward maid; I’ll join her with you.— . 
I do beseech ye leave me ! 

Lict. Ye see the edile’s busy. 

Geta. And look to your places, or I’ll make ye 
smoke else ! — 

Sirrah, I drank a cup of wine at your house yester- 
, ' - ■■'■day, ■; .. ' 

A. good smart wine. 

Lict. Send him the piece ; he likes it. 

Geta. And eat the best wild boar at that same 

■ 2 Stiit. I have half left yet ; your worship shall 

command it. 

Geta. A bit will serve. Give me some rest ! Gods 
help me. 

How shall I labour when I am a senator ! 

Delp. ’Tis a fit place indeed.— ’Save your mas- 
tership! 

Do you know us,' sir ? 

Geta. These women ai'e still troublesome. 

There be houses providing for such wretched "wo- 
men, ■ 

. And some sm^ rents to set ye a-spinning. 

DruL Sir,‘'’* > 

We are no spinsters; nor, if you look upon us. 

So wretched as you take us. 

Delp. Does your mightiness. 

That is a great destroyer of your memoi’y. 

Yet understand our faces ? 

Geta. Pr’ythee keep oftj woman ! 

It is not fit I should know every creature. 

^though I have been familiar with thee heretofore, 
i must not know thee now ; my place neglects thee. 
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Yet, because I deign a glimpse of your remem- 
brances. 

Give me your suits, and wait me a month hence. 

Delp. Our suits are, sir, to see the emperor. 
The emperor Dioclesian, to speak to him, 

And not to wait on you. We have told you all, sir. 

Geta. I laugh at your simplicity, poor women. 
See the emperor ? Why, you are deceived ; now 
The emperor appears but once in seven years, 
And then he shines not on such weeds as you are. — 
Forward, and keep your, state; and keep beggars 
from me, 

Drm. Here is a pretty youth, ; 

\_Exeunt Geta, Lictors^ and Suitors. 
jDelp. He shall be pretty. 

Or I will want my will. Since you are so high, sir, 
i’ii raise you higher, or my art shall fail me.— - 

■ EnUr Dioclesian, 

Stand close ; he comes, 

Dio. How am I cross’d and tortured ! 

My most-wish’d happiness, my lovely mistress, 
That must make good my hopes, and link my great- 
ness. 

Yet severed from mine arms! Tell me, high Heaven, 
How have I sinn’d, that you should speakin thunder. 
In liorrid thunder, when my heart was ready 
To leap into her breast? the priest was ready ? 
The joyful virgins and the young men ready ? 
When Hymen stood, with all his flames about him. 
Blessing the bed ? the house with full joy sweating ? 
And Expectation, like the Roman eagle, 

Took stand, and call’d all eyes? It was your ho- 
nour; : : 

And, ere you give it full,. do you destroy it ? . 

Or was there some dire star, some devil, that did it ? 
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Some sad malignant angel to mine honour ? 

With you I dare not rage. 

Delp. With me thou eanst not, 

*1 hough it was I. Nay, look not pale and frighted % 
I II flight thee more ; With me thou canst not 
quarrel. 

I raised the thunder to rebuke thy falsehood, 
'Look here) to her thy falsehood. Now be angry, 
And be as great in evil as in empire. 

Dio. Bless me, ye powers ! 

Help. Thou hast full need of blessing. 

Twas I that, at thy great inauguration, 
lung in the air unseen ; ’twas I that honour’d thee 
Vith various musics, and sweet-sounding airs; 
Twas I inspired the soldier’s heart with wonder, 
ind made him throw himself with love and duty, 
at thy feet ; ’twas I that fix’d him to thee. 

^t why did I all this ? To keep thy honesty, 
uiy yow, and faith : That once forgot and slighted, 
xureha, in regard, the marriage ready, 

^e priest and all the ceremonies present, 

Twas I that thunder’d loud, ’twas I that threaten’d, 
I was I that cast a dark face over Heaven, 
ind smote ye all with terror. 

. Htus. Yet consider, 

^ you me noble, as I have desei'ved you ; 

yet you are free : If neither, faith nor promise, 
he deeds of elder times, may be remember’d, 

-et these new-dropping tears, (for I stfll love you) 

hese hands held up to Heaven " 

iHlo. I must not pity you ; 

Tis not wise in me. 

,How.lnQt:wise ? 
honourable. 

, princess is my love, and dotes upon me ; 

I fair and lovely princess is my mistress : 
an emperor, Consider, Prophetess, 
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Now my embraces are for queens and princesses, 
For ladies of high mark, for divine beauties : 

To look so low as this cheap common sweetness 
Would speak me base,mynamesandglories nothing. 
I grant I made a vow ; what was I then ? 

As she is now, of no sort, (hope made me promise) 
But j^as] now I am,'*' to keep this vow were mon- 
strous, 

A madness, and a low inglorious fondness, 

Delp. Take heed, proud man ! 

Dries. Princes may love with titles. 

But I with truth. 

Delp. Take heed ! Here stands thy destiny ; 
Thy fate here follows. 

Dio. Thou doting sorceress, 

Wouldst have me love this thing, that is not worthy 
To kneel unto my saint, to kiss her shadow ? 
Gi'eat princes are her slaves ; selected beauties 
Bow at her beck ; the mighty Persian’s daughter 
(Bright as the breaking East, as mid-day glorious) 
Waits her commands, and grows proud in her plea- 
sures. . 

Pll see her honour’d j some match I shall think o^ 
That shall advance ye both ; mean time, I’ll favour 
ye. , \_Exit. 

Delp. Meantime, I’U haunt thee ! — Cry not, 
wench ; be confident, 

Ere long, thou shalt more pity him (observe me) 
And pity him in truth, than now thou seek’st him: 
My art and I are yet companions. Come, girl. 

{Ea-eunt. 

^ But no^ I amJ] It seems absolutely necessary to introduce 
the word in brackets. Seward and Sympson nitre licentiouslj 
read---i?K3? as mx\)* 
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SCEME-IL 


The Court of the Edik. 


Geta discovered inJiis cJiair ; Ltctors and Suitors 

about him. 

■■ ■ '*■■■■ . 

Geta. I am too merciful, I find it, friends, 

Of too soft a nature, to be an oflScer ; 

I bear too much remorse. ^ 

1 Lict. ’Tis your own fault, sir j 

For, look you, one so newly warm in office 
ffiiould lay about him blindfold, like true justice : 
&t where it will, the more you whip and hang, sir, 
(Though without cause ; let that declare itself af- 
terward) 

Tlie more you are admired. 

Geta. I think I shall be. 

2 Zict. Your worship is a man of a sparei&dy, 
Ahd prone to anger. 

Geta. ■'Nay, I will be angry ; ’ 

And the best is, I need not shew my reason. 

2 Lict. You need not, sir j your place is without 

reason J. ■" ■ 

And what you want in growth and full proportion, 
ivlake up in rule and rigour. 

Geta. A rare counsellor ! 


/ Remorse.^ This word was continually used by old writers for 

For instance in the Tempest, rruer^.io. 

Flesh and blood. 

You brother mine, that entertain’d ambition, 

ii'Xpell a remcfrm and nature/^ ' , , ' ' 
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Mercy, I forget thee. 
A rare magistrate ! 


Instruct me further. Is it fit, my friends, 

The emperor, my master Dioclesian, 

Should now remember or the times or raanneis 
That call’d him plain down Diodes ? 

1 Lkt. He must not ; 

It stands not with his royalty.' 

Geta. I grant ye. 

I being then the edile Getianus, 

A man of place, and judge, is it held requisite 
I should commit to my consideration 
Those rascals of removed and ragged hours. 

That with mireverend mouths call’d me slave Geta? 

2 Lkt. You must forget . their names ; your ho- 

nour bids you. 

Geta. I do forget ; but I will hang their natures. 
I will ascend my place, which is of justice ; 

And, ~ " 

Suit. 

Another Solon sure. 

GetUd Bring out the olfenders. 

1 Lkt. There are none yet, sir ; but no doubt 
there will be. 

But if you please touch some things of those na- 
tures — ‘ 

Geta. And am I ready, and mine anger too. 
The melancholy of a magistrate upon me. 

And no offenders to execute my fury ? 

Ha ! no oftenders, knaves ? 

1 Lkt. There are knaves indeed, sir ; 

But we hope shortly to have ’em for your worship. 
Geta. No men to hang or whip ? Are ye good 
officers. 

That provide no fuel for a judge’s fury ? 

In this place something must be done ; ^^lis cliail** 
Iteli-ye, 

When I sit down, must savour of severity : 
Therefore, I warn ye all, bring me lewd people. 


-•tm. 
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Or likely to be lewd, (twigs must be cropt too j) 
Let me have evil persons in abundance, 

Or make ’em evil ; ’tis all one, do but say so. 

That I may have fit matter for a magistrate. 

And let me work. If I sit empty once more. 

And lose ray longing, as I am true Edile, 

And as I hope to rectify my country. 

You are those scabs I’ll scratch off from the com> 
monwealth. 

You are those rascals of the state I treat of ; ® 

And you shall find and feel 

2 JJct. You shall have many. 

Many notorious people. 

Geta. Let ’em be people. 

And take ye notorious to yourselves. Mark me, my 
Lictors, " 

And you the rest of my officials ; 

If I be angry, (as my place will ask it) 

^ A^ ,.^ant.fit, matter to dispose my authorify, 
lilt' hang a hundred of ye : I’ll not stay longer, 

"• Nor inquire no further into your offences ; 

It is sufficient that I find no criminals. 

And therefore I must make some ; if I cannot, , 
Suffer myself ; for so runs ray commission. 

Suit. An admirable, zealous, and true justice ! 

1 Lict, I cannot hold i If there be any^pil^ple, 
Of what degree soever, or what quality, 

That would behold the wonderful -works of justice 
In a new officeria main conceal’d yet. 

Let him repair, and see, and hear, and wonder 
At the most wise and gracious Getianus ! 

^ / treat of] Seward thinks this reading, flat, and therefore 
^hstitu^s, IHl tread on. We cannot think any change necessary, 
y* BettMon reads, You are those rascals of the state 
Ed. 1778. 
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E7iier Delehia and Deusilla. 

Geta. This qualifies a little. — What are these ? 
Delp, You shall not mourn still : Times of re- 
creation, 

To allay this sadness, must be souarht. — What’s 
here ? 

A superstitious flock of senseless people 
Worshipping a sign in office ? 

Geia. Lay hold on her, . \Gtiards seize her. 
And hold her fast, 

She will slip through youf fingers like an eel else ; 

I know her tricks. Hold her, I say, and bind her ; 
Or, hang her first, and then Pil tell her wherefore. 
Delp. What have I done ? 

Geta. Thou hast done enough to undo thee ; 
Thou hast pressed to the emperor’s presence with- 
out my warrant, 

I being his key and image. 

Delph. You are an image indeed, 

And of the coarsest stuff, and the worst making, 
That e’er I look’d on yet : 

I’ll make as good an ima^e of an ass. 

Geta. Besides, thou art a woman of a lewd life. 
Delp. I am no whore, sir ; nor no common fame 
Has yet proclaim’d me to the people vicious. 

Geta. Thou art to me a damnable lewd woman. 
Which is as much as all the people swore it. 

I know thou art a keeper of tame devils : 

And whereas great and grave men of my place 
Can by laws be allow’d but one a-piece, 

Fpr their qkn services and recreations, , , 

Thou, like a traitorous quean, keep’st twepty devils, 
Tw'enty in ordinary ! 

Delp. Pray you, sir, be pacified : 

, if m 
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If that be all, and if you want a servant, 

You shall have one of mine shall serve for nothing, 
Faithful, and diligent, and a wise devil too ; 

Think for what end. 

Geta. Let her alone : ’Tis useful ; 

[Guards release her. 

We men of business must use speedy servants. 

Let me see your family. 

Think but one, he is ready. 

Geta. A devil for intelligence ? No, no. 

He’ll lie beyond all travellers. A state-devil ? 
Neither j he will undo me at mine own weapon. 
For execution } He will hang me too. 

I would have a handsome, pleasant, and a fine she= 
devil, 

To entertain the ladies that come to me ; 

A travell’d devil too, that speaks the tongues, 

And a neat carving de\nl. ' > 

[Music. Delphia conjures. 

Enter a She-devil. 

Delp. Be not fearful. 

Geta. A pretty brown devil, i’faith. May I noEJ^ 
'kiss her? ' ‘ g 

Delp. Yes, and embrace her too ; she is your 
servant. 

Fear nbt, her lips are cool enbugh. 

Geta. She is’ marvellous well mtWinted. What’s 
her name? ’ - 

Delp. Lucifera. S , . 

Geta. Come hither, Lucifera, and kissi^e. 

Delp. Let her sit on your knee. 

■ The chair turns ! Hey, boys ! 

"Pleasaint, i’faith ! and a fine facetious devil. [Dafice. 
Delp. She would whisper in your, ear, and tell 
you wonders. 

1 
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Geta. Come ! — What’s her name ? 

Lucifera. 

Come, Lucie ; 

Gome, speak thy mind. — lam certainburnt to ashes! 

\_Eweunt all but Geta. 

I have a kind of glass-house in my cod-piece ! 

Are these the flames of state ? I am roasted over. 
Over, and over-roasted. Is this office ? 

The pleasure of authority ? i’ll no more on’t j 
Till I can punish devils too. I’ll quit it. 

Some other trade now, and some course less dan- 

;:Jgerqus|f|g||p|pi^^ 

Or certainly I’ll tile, again for two-pence. 


■SCEN'E-^ III.- 


A7i Apartment in the Pfilace. 




Enter Charinus, Aurelia, Cassana, Ambassador 
and Attendants. 


Aur. Never dispute with me ; you cannot have 

Nor name the greatness of your king ; I scorn him. 
Your knees to me are nothing j should he bow too. 
It were his duty, and my power to slight him. 

Chmr.- She is her woman, (never sue to^ me) ■ ■ i 

And in hef^ower tp render her or keep her J 
And she, n^ sister, not to be, compell’d, 'U' -' 

Nor have her own snatch’d from her. 

Amb. We desire not, ■ , 

But for what ransom she shall please to think of; 
Jewels, or towns, or prbyincj^4 

VOL. VII. T '' 
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Aur. No ransom ; . 

No, not your king’s own head, his crown upon it. 
And all the low subjections of his people. 

Amb. Fair princes should have tender thoughts. 
Aur. Is she too good 

To wait upon the mighty emperor’s sister ? 

What princess of that sweetness, or that excellence, 
Sprung from the proudest and the mightiest mo- 
narchs, 

But may be highly blest to be my servant ? 

Cos. ’Tis most true, mighty lady, 

Aur. Has my fair usage 

Made you so much despise me and your fortune. 
That you grow weary of my entertainments ? 
Henceforward;, as you axe, I will command you, 
Attd Werei ordain’d,, tny prfeoner, 

:;My slave, and one I may dispose of any way ; 

No more my fair companion. Tell your king so ; 
And if he had more sisters, I would have ’em. 
And use ’em as I please. You have your answer. 
Amb. We must take some other way : Force must 
compel it. {Exeunt Ambassadors. 

Enter Maximin;ian. 

Maxi. {Apart.'] Now, if thou be’ft a ftfophetess, 
and canst do ■ , ' • ■ 

'tl^t_ woadl^ .fh%|i.,1^y delivers, . ' 

Canst ra^elIhe t300>3^isliltfl be bound to sp^k;thee *. 
I half believe j confirm the other to me. 

And monuments to all succeeding ages. 

Of thee, and of thy piety Now she eyes me. 

Now work, great power of art ! She moves unto 
me: ^ 

How sweet, how fair, and lovely her aspects are ! 
Her eyes, like bright Eoan flames, shoot through 
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Jur. Oh, my fair friend, where ha¥e you been ? 
Maai. What am I ? 

What does she take me for ? Work still, work 
strongly ! 

Aur. Where have you fled my loves and my em- 
braces ? 

Maxi. I am beyond my wits ! 

Aur. Can one poor thunder. 

Whose causes are as common as his noises. 

Make you defer your lawful and free pleasures ? 
Strike terror to a soldier’s heart, a monarch’s ? 
Through all the fires of angry Heaven, through 
tempests v-\ 

That sing of nothing, but destruction. 

Even underneath the bolt of Jove, then ready. 
And aiming dreadfully, I w'ould seek you. 

And fly into your arms. 

Maxi. 1 shall be mighty, . . 

And (which I never knew yet) I am goodly ; 

For certain, a most handsome man. 

Char. Fy, sister ! 

What a jfoi^elful weakness is this in you ! . 

What a light presence ! ^ These are words and ofiers 
Due only to your husband, Dioclesian j 
This free behaviour only his. 

Aur. ’Tis strange. 

That only empty names compel affections : 

This man you see, give him what name or title. 
Let it be ne’er so poor, ne’er so despised, brother, 
This lovely man 

Maxi. iTJ^gh I be hang’d. I’ll forward 1 . 

For, certaifi, I am excellent, and knew noL ■> - 

’ What a light presence !J This word had veiy raidtifarlous 
meanings. Here and in the following line of Romeo and Juliet, 
it evidently means conduct, behaviour ; — 

“ Show a fair presence, and put pff these froivns.” 
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Jur. This rare and sweet young man--!-See bow 
he looks, sir. 

Maxi, I’ll justle hard, dear uncle. 

Aur. This thing, I say. 

Let him be what he will, or bear what fortune. 
This most unequall’d man, this spring of beauty. 
Deserves the bed of Juno. 

Char. You are not mad ? 

Maxi. I hope she be ; I am sure I am little better. 
Jur. Oh, fair, sweet man ! 

Char. For shame, refrain this impudence ! 

Maxi. ’Would I had her alone, that I might seal 
this blessing ! 

Sure, sure she should not beg. If this continue. 
As I hope Heaven it will, uncle. I’ll nick you, 

I’ll hidfc you,, by this life ! Some would fear killing 
In the pursuit now of so rare a venture i 
I am covetous to die for such a beauty, 

Mnter Dioclesian, 

Mine uncle comes ; now if she stand, I am ha^y^ 
Char. Be right again, for honour’s sake ! 

Dio,' Fair mistress 

Auf'. what man is this ? Away ! what saucy fel- 
' . ■ low?'-; " ■ 

Dare any such base groom press to salute me ? 

m,e, j[air;?,iqr: do you jest 

I’ll teU you what I am. Come, pray you look lovely. 
Nothing but frowns and scorns ? 

Aur. Who is this fellow ? 

Dio. I’ll tell you who I am ; I am your husband. 
Aur. Husband to me ? 

Dio. To you. I am Dioclesian. 

Maxi. More of this sport, and I am made, old 
. mother ! 
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Effect but this thou hast begun—— 

Dio. I am he, lady, 

Revenged your brother’s death, slew cruel Aper ; 

I am he the soldier courts, the empire honours. 
Your brother loves ; am he, my lovely mistress. 
Will make you empress of the world. 

Maxi. Still excellent ! 

Now I see too, mine uncle may be cozen’d ; 

An emperor may suffer like another. 

Well said, old mother ! hold but up this miracle — 
Aur. Thou liest ! thou art not he ; thou a brave 

Char. Is there no shame, no modesty, in women ? 

Thou one of high and full mark ? 

Dio. Gods, what ails she ? 

Au7'. Generous and noble ? Fy! thou liest most 
basely. 

Thy face, and all aspdct upon thee, tells me 
Thou art a poor Dalmatian slave, a low thing, 

Not worth the name of Roman : Stand off further ! 
Dio. What may this inean ? 

Aur. Come hither/my Eddymion; w 
Come, shew thyself, and all eyes be bless’d in thee 1 
Dio. Ha ! -what is this ? 

Aur. Thou, fair star that I live by. 

Look lovely on me, break into full brightness ! 
Look ; iiere’s a face now of another making. 
Another mould ; here’s a divine pz'oportion ; 

Eyes fit for Phoebus’^self, to gild the world with ; 
And there’s a brow arch’d like the state ® of Heaven : 
Look howdt” b^nds, and with what radi^cej Y v 
As if the synod of the gods sahundef f "'” 

Look there, and wonder ! behold that feUow, 

That admirable thing, cut with an axe out. 

fi ^ arched like Me. In this Ime 

evidently signifies canopy/ ''MSe 24'#^ 
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Ma^i. Old woman, though I cannot give thee 
recompence, [Aside. 

Yet, certainly , Pll make thy name as glorious 
JDio. Is this in truth ? 

Char. She is mad, and you must pardon her. 

JDio. She hangs upon him ; see ! 

Char. Her fit is strong now. 

Be not you passionate. 

Dio. She kisses ! 

Char. Let her 5 

’Tis but the fondness of her fit. 

Dio. I am fool’d ! 

And if I sutler this 

Cliar. Pray you, firiend, be pacified j 
Phis will be off anon. She goes in. 

^ Aueelia. 

M^L What say you, sir ? 

Dto. How dare thy lips, thy base lips-—— 

Maxi. I am your kinsman, sir, and no such 
one. * 

I sought no kisses, nor I bad no reason 
To kick the princess from me ; ’twas no m; 

I never yet compell’d her ; of her courtesy 
What she bestows, sir, I am thankful for. 

Dio. Be gone, villain ! 

Maxi. 1 will, and I will go off with that glory, 

Ar^%^jify lExit. 

mve me r ' - 

I am to myself a trouble now. 

Char. I am Sony for’t. 

You II find it but a womap-fit to try you. 

Dio. It may be so ; I hope so. 

Char. I am ashamed, and what I think I blush at. 

Dio. What misery hath my great fortunebred me I 
And how far must I suffer ! Poor and low states. 
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Though they know wants and hungers, know not 
these, 

Know not these killing fates : Little contents them. 
And with that little they live kings, commanding 
And ordering both their ends and loves. Oh, Ho- 
nour ! 

How greedily men seek thee, and, once purchased. 
How many enemies to man’s peace bring’st thou ! 
How many griefs and sorrows, that like sheers. 
Like fatal sheers, are sheering oflF our lives stiU ! 
How many sad eclipses do vpe shine through ! 
When I presumed I was bless’d in this fair woman— 

Eriter Delphia and Drusiela veikd, and stand 
apart. 

Delp. Behold him now, and tell me how thou 
likest him. 

Dio. When all my hopes were up, and Fortune 
dealt me 

Even for the ‘greatest and the happiest monarch. 
Then to b6. cozen’d, to be cheated basely h .. . 

By mine own kinsman cross’d ! Oh, villain kinsinan ! 
Curse of my blood ! because a little younger, 

A little smoother-faced ! Oh, false, false woman. 
False and forgetful of thy faith ! I’ll kill him. 

But can I kill her hate too i No. He wooes not. 
Nor worthy is of death ; because she follows him. 
Because she courts him, shall I kill an iimocent ? 
Oh, Diodes ! ’Would thou hadst never known this. 
Nor stwfeited upon this sweet ambition, , 

That now lies bitter at thy heofft } . Oh, FoEtune, 
That thou hast none to fool and blow like btt|)bfes. 
But kings, and their contents ! 

Deip. ’^at think you now, girl ? 

Drm. Upon my life, I pify his misfortune. 

See how he weeps I I eahhdt hold. 
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, Delp. Away, fool ! ' 

He must weep bloody tears before thou hast him— 
How fare you now, brave Dioclesian ? 

mat! lazy in loves ? Has 
Hull d your most mighty faculties ? 

Dio. Art thou there, 

Motc to torment me ? Dost thou come to mock me ? 

Delp. I do ; and I do laugh at all thy sufferings- 
1, thathavewrought ’em, come to scorn thy waiHngs! 
I told thee once, « This is thy fate, this woman ; 
And as thou usest her, so thou shalt prosper.” 

It is not in thy power to turn this destiny. 

Nor stop the toixent of those miseries 

0f thou neglect’st her stilly shall fall upon thee, 
bigh thatyhou art ^shonest, false of faith, 
Probdj-and dost think no power can cross thy plea- 
_ sures ; ^ 

Thou wilt find a fate above thee. 

Drus. Good aunt, speak mildly : 

See how he looks and suffers. 

Dio. I find and feel, woman. 

That I am miserable. 

Delp. Thou art most miserable. 

Dio. That as I am the most, I am most miserable.^ 
But didst thou work this ? 

Do^. Yes, and will pursue it. 

there, and havekon^e pity. Fair Dru- 

:^t me persuade ‘thy mercy, hast loved me) 
Although I know my suit will sound unjustly, 
lo make thy love the means to lose itself. 

Have pity on me ! 


** resolute in. 7f?Dst extreiiiies*.*'’' 
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Drus. I will do. 

Delp. Peace, niece ! 

Although this softness may become your love, 
Your care must scorn it. Let him still contemn 
thee. 

And still I’ll work ; the same affection 
He ever shews to thee, be it sweet or bitter. 

The same Aurelia shall shew him ; no further : 
Nor shall the wealth of all his empire free this. 
Dio. I must speak fair. — Lovely young maid, for- 
give me, 

Look gently on my sorrows ! You that grieve too,* 
I see it in your eyes, and thus I meet it. 

{Kisses her. 

Drus. Oh, aunt, I am bless’d ! 

Dio. Be not both young and cruel ; 

Again I beg it, thus. 

Enter Aueelia. 


Drtis. Thus, sir, I grant it. 

He’s mine own now, aunt. 

Delp. Not yet, girl j thou art cozen’d. 
j4ur. Oh, my dear lord, how have I wrong’d your 
patience ! 

How wander’d from the truth of my affections ! 
How, like a wanton fool, shunn’d that I loved most! 
But you are full of goodness to forgive, sir. 

As I of grief to beg, and shame to take it : 

Sure I was not myself! some strange illusion. 

Or what you please to pardon-—- , J'ij ; : 

Dio. All, my dearest ; ■■ '' 

All, my delight ! and %ith more pleasure take thee. 


* You that grieve too.2 Tkat stands for toho } — and the passage 
means, “ Pity me ! pity me, you tliat grieve ! I see your grief in 
your eves, and meet it with a fcis».?t_.Ed. 177S. 
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Than if there had been no such dream ; for, certain. 
It was no more. 

Aur. Now you have seal’d forgiveness, 

I take my leave j and the gods keep your goodness I 

Delp, You see how kindness prospers : Be but 
so kind 

To marry her, and see then what new fortunes. 
New joys, and pleasures, far beyond this lady. 

Beyond her greatness too^ 

Dio. I’U die a dog first ! 

Now I am reconciled, I will enjoy her 
In spite of all thy spirits, and thy witchcrafts. 

Delp. Thou shalt not, fool ! 

Dio. I will, old doting devil ! 

And wett thpu any .thing but air and spirit. 

My sword should tell thee- 

Delp. I contemn thy threatenings ; 

And thou shalt know I hold a power above thee.— 
We must remove Amelia. Come. — ^Farewell, fool ! 
When thou shalt see me next, thou shalt bow to me. 
Dio. Look thou appear no more fe ^ross my 
pleasures! 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Chorus. 

So full of matter is our history. 

Yet mix’d, I hope, with sweet variety. 

The accidents not vulgar too, but rare. 

And fit to be presented, that there wants 
Room in this narrow stage, and time, to express, 
In action to the life, our Dioclesian 
In his full lustre : Yet, as the statuary. 

That by the large size of Alcides’ foot. 

Guess’d at his whole proportion ; so we hope 
Your apprehensive ju^ments Will conceive 

How fair the body was ; and will be pleased. 

Out of your wonted goodness, to behold. 

As in a silent mirror, what we cannot. 

With fit conveniency of time allow’d 
For such presentments, clothe in vocal sounds. 

Yet with such art the subject is convey’d. 

That every scene and passage shall be clear, 

Evep Jo the grossest understander here. 

: rh iLoudn^a 

Eumh Show. ' ■' 

Enter', at one door', Delphia and Ambassadors ; they 
whisper together ; diey take an oath upon her hand; 
shi circles them, kneeling, ’mtk her magic rod; they 
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rise and draw their swords. Enter, at the other 
door, Dioclesian, Charinus, Maximinian, Ni- 
ger, Aurelia, Cassana, and Guard; Charinus 
and- Niger persuading Aurelia ; she offers to em- 
brace Maximinian ; Dioclesian drarws his sword 
keeps off Maximinian, turns to Aurelia, hieeh 
to her, laps his sword at her feet ; she scornfully 
turns away ; Delphia gives a sign ; the Ambas- 
sadors and Soldiers rush upon them, seize on Au- 
relia, Cassana, Charinus, and Maximinian • 
Dioclesian and others offer to rescue them ; Del- 
phia raises a mist. Exeunt Ambassadors and Pri- 
soners, and the rest discontented. 

The skilful Delphia finding, by sure prooE 
The presence of Aurelia dimm’d the beauty 
Of her Drusilla j and, in spite of charms. 

The emperor her brother, great Charinus, 

Still urged her to the love of Dioclesian, 

^Deals with the Persian Legates, that were bound 
^for the ransom of Cassana, to remove 
Aurelia, Maximinian, and Charinus, 

Out of the sight of Rome ; but takes their oaths 
(In lieu of her assistance) that they shall not. 

On any terms, when they were in their p^wer. 
Presume to touch their lives : This yield®:to, 

Tli^y |ie in ambush for ’em. Dioclesian* * 

Still Aurelia,* that dote^ ' 

As much bh Maximinian, twice had kill’d him. 

But that her frown restrain’d him He pursues her 
With all humility, but she continues 
Roud and disdainful. The sign given by Delphia, 
The Persians break through, and seize* upon 
Charinus and his sister, with Maximinian, 

And free Cassana. Eor their speedy rescue. 
Enraged Dioclesian draws his sword. 

And bids his guard assist him : Then too weak 
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Had been all opposition and resistance 
The Persians could have made against their fury, 
If Delphia by her cunning had not raised 
A foggy mist, which as a cloud conceal’d them. 
Deceiving their pursuers.. Now be pleased, 

That your imaginations may help you 
To think them safe in Persia, and Dioclesian 
For this disaster circled round with sorrow. 

Yet mindful of the wrong. Their future fortunes 
We will present in action ; and are bold. 

In that which follows, that the most shall say, 
®Twas well begun, but the end crown’d the play. 


SCENE IL 


Before the Capitol. 

Enter Dioclesian, Niger, Senators, and Guard. 

Dio. Talk not of comfort ! I have broke my faith. 
And the gods fight against me ; And proud man. 
However magnified, is but as dust 
Before the raging whirlwind of their justice. 

What is it to be great, adored on earth. 

When the immortal powers that are above us 
Turn all our blessings into horrid curses, ' 
And laugh at our resistance, or preivention. 

Of what they purpose ! Oh, the furies that 
I feel within me ! whipp’d on, by their angers, 
For my tormentors ! Could it else have been 
In nature, that a few poor fugitive Persians, 


i’ 
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Unfriended, and unarm’d too, could have robb’d 
me 

(In Rome, the world’s metropolis, and her glory j 
In Rome, where I command, environ’d round 
With such invincible troops that know no fear. 

But want of noble , enemies) of those jewels 
I prized above my life, and I want power 
To free them, if those gods I have provoked 
Had not given spirit to the undertakers. 

And in their deed protected ’em ? 

Niger. Great Caesar, 

Your safety does confirm you are their care ; 

And that, howe’er their practices reach others, 
You stand above their malice. 

1 Sen. Rome in us 

Offers (as means to further your revenge) 

The lives of her best citizens, and all 
^ They stand possess’d of. 

1 Guard. Do but lead us on 

With that invincible and undaunted courage 
Wliich waited bravely on you, when you appear’d 
The minion of Conquest, married rather 
To glorious Victory, and we will drag 
(Though all the enemies of life conspire 
Against our undertakings) the proud Persian 
^ Out of his strongest hold. 

2 Guard. Be but yourself, 

And do not talk, but do. 

3 Guard. You have hands and swoi'ds. 

Limbs to make up a well-proportion’d army. 

That only want in you an head to lead us. 

Dio. Thegods reward your goodness! and believe. 
Howe’er (for some great sin) I am mark’d out 
The object of their , hate, though Jove .stood ready 
To dart his three-fold thunder on this head. 

It couM not fright me from a fierce pursuit 
Of my revenge. I wiU redeem my friends, 

4 ' , 
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And, with my friends, mine honour ; at least, fall 
Like to myself, a soldier, 

Niger. Now we hear 
Great Dioclesian speak. 

Dio. Draw up our legions : 

And let it be your care, my much loved Niger, 

To hasten the remove. And, fellow-soldiers. 
Your love to me will teach you to endure 
Both long and tedious marches. 

1 Guard. Die he accursed. 

That thinks of rest or sleep before he sets 
His foot on Persian earth ! 

Niger. We know our glory, % 

The dignity of Rome, and, what’s above 
All can be urged, the quiet of your mind. 
Depends upon our haste. 

Dio. Remove to-night ; 

Five days shall bring me to you. 

All. Happiness 

To Cmsai*, and glorious victory ! [Eseufit. 

Dio. The chearfulness of my soldiers gives assu- 

Of good success abroad, if first I m‘ake?j 
My peace at home here. Tliere is something chides 

And sharply teUs me, that my breach of faith 
To Delphia and Drusilla is the ground 
Of my misfortunes : And I must remember 
While I was loved, and in great Delphia’s grace. 
She was as my good angel, and bound Fortune 
To prosper my designs : I must appease her. , 
Let others pay their knees, their ydwsjifheir prayers. 
To weak imagihed.phwers j ahe is my all. 

And thus I do invoke her.— Knowing Delphia, 

: ' ■ ; \_Kneels. 

more than woman 1 and, though thou vouch- 
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To grace the earth with thy celestial steps, 

And taste this grosser air, thy heajvenly spirit 
Hath free access to all the secret counsels 
Which a full senate of the god,s determine 
When they consider man ; the brass-leaved book 
Of fate lies open to thee, where thou read’st, 

And fashionest the destinies of men 
At thy wish’d pleasure ; look upon thy creature. 
And, as thou twice hast pleased to appear 
To reprehend my falsehood, now vouchsafe 
To see my low submission ! 

Delphia and Drusilla appear. 

Delp. What’s thy will ? 

Raise, and unthankful, (and in- that deserving 
All human sorrows) dar’st thou hope from me 
Relief or comfort ?, ' 

, Dio. Penitence does appease 
Tlj^incensed powers, and sacrifice takes off 
Their heavy angers : Thus I tender both ; 

The master of great Rome, and, in that, lord 
Of all the sun gives heat and being to. 

Thus sues for mercy. Be but as thou wert. 

The pilot to the bark of my good fortunes. 

And once more steer my actions to the port 
Of glorious Honour, and if I fall off 
Hereafter from my faith to this sweet 
Join with those powers that punish peijury 
To make me an example, to deter. 

Others from being false I 
Drus. Upon my soul. 

You may believe him ! Nor did he e’er purpose 
To me but nobly ; he made trial how 
I could endure unkindness ; I see truth 
Triumphant in his sorrow. Dearest aunt. 

Both credit him, and help him 1 and, on assurance 
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That what I plead for you canaot deny, 

I raise him thus, and with this willing kiss 
I seal his pardon. 

Dio. Oh, that I e’er look’d ' 

Beyond this abstract of all woman’s goodness ! 
Delp, I am thine again j thus I confirm our 
league. 

I know thy wishes, and how much thou suffer’st 
In honour for thy friends ; thou shalt repair all, 
For to thy fleet I’ll give a fore-right wind , t 
To pass the Persian Gulf; remove all lets 
That may molest thy soldiers in their march 
That pass by land ; and Destiny is false. 

If thou prove not victorious. Yet remember. 
When thou art raised up to the highest point 
Of human happiness, such as move beyond it 
Must of necessity descend. Think on’t ; 

And use those blessings that the gods pour on you 
With moderation ! 

Dio. As their oracle, 

I hear you and obey you, and will follow 
Your grave directions. : ; , : 

Delp.' You will not repent it [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Tlie Roman Camp. 

Enter NiGEii, Geta, and Soldiers, mth 

ensigns. 

Niger. Howdo you likeyour entrance to the war? 
When the whole body of the army moves^ 
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Shews it not gloriously ? 

Geta. ’Tis a fine May-game ; 

But eating and drinking, I think, are forbade in’t j 
(I mean, with leisute) we walk on, and feed 
Like hungry boys that haste to school ; or, as 
We carried fish to the city, dare stay no where. 
For fea.!' our ware should stink. 

1 Guard. That’s the necessity 
Of our speedy march. 

Geta. Sir, I do love my ease. 

And though I hate all seats of judicature,, 

I mean in the city, for conveniency, 

I stiU will be a justice in the war. 

And ride upon my foot-cloth.* I hope a captain 
(And a gown’d captain too) may be dispensed with. 
I tell you, (and do not mock me) when I was poor, 
I could endure, like others, cold and hunger} 

But since I grew rich, let but my finger ache. 

Or feel but the least pain in my great toe, 

Unless I have a doctor, mine own doctor. 

That may assure me, I am gone. 

Niger. Come, fear not ; 

You shall want nothing. 

J Guard. We will maJce you fight 
As you were mad. 

Geta. Not too much of fighting, friend ; 

It is thy trade, that art a common soldier } 

We officers, by our place, may share the spoil. 
Arid never sweat for’t. 

i Guard. You shall kill, for practice. 

But your dozen or two a-day. 

Geta. Thou talk’st as if 


* Foot-dotk»2 It has been before observed, that this term ori- 
ginally denoted the trappings or covertures of a horse, but was 
subsequently applied to the horse itself* 
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Tliou wert lousing thyself j. bat yet I will make 
danger;.^ 

If I prove one o’ th’ worthies, so : However, 

I’ll have the fear of the gods before my eyes. 

And do no hurt, I warrant you. 

Niger. Coftie, march on. 

And hutriour him for our mirth. 

1 Guard. ’Tis a fine pea-goose.'^ 

Niger'. But one that fools to the emperor, and, 
in that, 

A wise man, and a soldier, 

1 Guard, True moralily ! : v > . [Eneeiint. 


SCENE IV. 


Persia, The Royal Court. 


Enter Cosuoe, CKsstes a., Persians ; and ChabInus, 
Maxibiinian, Aueelia, batmd, mith Soldiers and 
Attendants. 

Cosroe. Now, by the Persian gods, most firaly 
welcome ! 

Encompass’d thus with tributary kings, 

3 — — J tviU make danger, ‘\ That is, I will try- This is the 
fourth time that this wretched translation offacerepericidum ot^ 
curs in these .plays*^ilfww. ‘ 

Though the phrase sounds disagreeable to Mason^s ears, he 
should have, recollected that it might not grate the ears of his 
ancestors also- 

^ Pea-^gooseJ\ 1. e. A silly cresAm^—Smpsort, 

The folios read, perhaps with propriety, as to ^eal: 

meant to sneak, to make a mean'jigiire- , 
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I entertain you. Lend your helping hands 
To seat her by me ; and, thus raised, bow all. 

To do her honour.— -Oh, my best Cassana, 

Sister, and partner of.my life and empire. 

We’ll teach thee to forget, with present pleasures. 
Thy late captivity j and this proud Roman, 

That used thee as a slave, and did disdain 
A princely ransom, shall, if she repine, 

Be forced by various tortures to adore 
What she of late contemn’d. 

Cas. All greatness ever 
Attend Cosroe ! Though Persia be styled 
The nurse of pomp and pride, we’U leave to Rome 
Her native cruelty. — For know, Aurelia, 

(A Roman princess, and a Cmsar’s sister) 

Though late, like tfece, captived,* I can forget 
Thy barbarous usage ; and though thou to me, 
When I was in thy power, didst shew thyself 
A most insulting tyranness, I to thee 
May prove a gentle mistress. 

Aur. Oh, my stars! 

A mistress ? Can I live, and owe that name 
To flesh and blood ? I was born to command. 
Train’d up in sovereignty ; and I, in death. 

Can quit the name of slave : She, that scorns hfe. 
May mock captivity^ 

Clmr. Rome will be Rome 
When we are nothing ; and her power’s the same, 
Which you once quaked at. 

Maxi. Dioclesian lives ; 

(Hear it, and tremble !) lives, thou king of Persia, 
The master of his fortune, and his honour ; 

And though by devilish arts we were surprised. 
And made the prey of magic and of theft, 

Thmgk now, lihe thee cajptmed^l So first folio ; the text is 
from the second. 
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And not won nobly, we shall be redeem’d. 

And by a Roman war ; and every wrong 
We suffer here, with interest be return’d 
On the insulting doer ! 

1 Pers. Sure these Romans 
Are more than men. 

2 Pers. Their great hearts will not yield ; 

They cannot bend to any adverse fate. 

Such is their confidence. 

Cosroe. They then shall break 1 — 

Why, you rebellious wretches, dare you still 
Contend, when the least breath or nod of mine 
Marks you out for the fire, or to be made 
The prey of wolves, or vultures ? The vain name 
Of Roman legions I slight thus, and scorn ; 

And for that boasted bugbear, Dioclesian, 

Which you presume on, would he were the master 
But of the spirit to meet me in the field ! 

He soon should find, that our immortal squadrons,® 
That with full numbers ever are supplied, 

(Could it be pfdssible they shoilld decay) ' ‘ 
Dare front his boldest troops, and scatter ’em. 

As an high-towering falcon on her stretches 
Severs the fearful fowl. And, by the sun. 

The moons, the winds, the nourishers of life. 

And by this sword, the instrument of death. 

Since that you fly not humbly to our mercy. 

But yet dare hope your liberty by force. 

If Dioclesian dare not attempt 
To free you with his sword, all slavery ' - 
That cruelty catt find out to make you wretched. 
Falls heavy on you '-y / 

^ Immortal sguadronsS} These we?e a body of Persian soldiers^ 
whose iramber# Herodotus says* wmMmm taore or less iliau ten 
thousand. The reason of the name* our authors give themselves * 

That mthftdl numbers ever are supply* d^w^Sym^son^ 
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[Act IV. 


SIO 

Ma^u If the sun keeps his course. 

And the earth can bear his soldier’s march, I fear 
not. 

Aur. Or liberty, or revenge ! 

Char, On that I build too. A trumpet, 

Aur. A Roman trumpet ? 

Mai’i. ’Tis : Comes it not like 
A pardon to a man condemn’d ? 

Enter Niger. . 

Cosrbe. Admit him. — 

The purpose of thy coming ? 

Niger. My great master, 

The lord of Rome, (in that all power is spoken) 
Hoping that thou wilt prove a noble enemy, 

And (in thy bold resistance) worth his conquest, 
Defies thee, Cosroe. 

Ma.vi. There is fire in this. 

Niger, And to encourage thy laborious powers 
To tug for empire, dares thee to the field. 

With tliis assurance ; if thy sword can win him, 
Or force his legions with thy barbed horse ^ 

But to forsake their ground, that not alone 
Wing’d Victory shall take stand on thy tent, 

But all the provinces and kingdoms held 
By the Roman garrisons in this eastern world, 
Shah, be deliver’d up,, and hte himself 
Acknowledge thee his sovereign. In return 
Of this large oifer, he asks only this, 

That till the doubtful die of war determine 


? ihy barbed horse»'^ A harled^ barded^ or har^d liorse^ 

is* one full caparisoned with trappings. So in the Four Pren- 
dees of London, by Hey wood: 

Shall our iarld horses climb yond moimtain tops 


Scene IV.] THE PEOPHETESS. 
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Who has most power, and should command the 
other. 

Thou wouldst entreat thy prisoners like their births. 
And not their present fortune ; and to bring ’em 
Guarded, into thy tent, with thy best strengths, 
Thy ablest men of war, and thou thyself 
Sworn to make good the place. And if he fail 
(MaugrI all opposition can be made) 

In his own person to compel his way. 

And fetch them safely of^ the day is thine, 

And he, like these, thy prisoner. 

Oesroe. Though I receive this - 
But as a Roman brave, I do embrace it, ;; , 

And love the sender. Tell him, I ■will bring 
My prisoners to the field, and, without odds. 
Against his single force, alone defend ’em ; 

Or else with equal numbers. \_EMt Niger.]— Cou- 
rage, noble princes ! 

And let posterity record, that we 
This memorable day restored to Persia • 

That empire of the world great Philip’s son 
Ravish’d from us, and Greece gave up to Rome. 
This our strong comfort, that we cannot fall 
Ingloriously, since we contend for all. \Ea;eunt. 

[Elonrish^ alarms. 
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S C E N E V. 


The Field of Battle on tlm Persian Frontiers. 


Enter Geta, Guards and Soldiers. 

Geta. ril swear the peace against ’em! I am hurt: 
Eun for a surgeon, or I faint ! 

1 Guard. Bear up," man ; 

’Tis but a scratch, .. 

Geta. Scoring a man o’er the coxcomb® 

Is but a scratch with you. Pox o’ your occupation, 
Your scurvy scuffling trade ! I was told before. 
My face was bad enough ; but now I look 
Like Bloody-Bone, and Raw-Head, to fright chil- 
dren: 

I am for no use else. 

2 Guard. Thou shait fright men. 

1 Guard. You look so terrible now 1 But see your 

'"‘fece 

P th’ pummel of my sword. 

•• ' Geta. I die.!' I am..gone !■. , ^ -V 

Oh, my ' sweet ^phy^ognomy •! . - ■ - ,• ■ ViV? ; • 

Enter three Persians. 

2 Guard. They come ; 

Now fight, or die indeed. 

s Coxcomh.^^ That is, the head. In this sense the word was 
generally applied in derision, alluding (as we have before re- 
paarked) to the cock’s comb on the cap of a professed fool, 
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Gefe!. I will ’scape this way, 

I cannot hold my sword : What yroiild you have 
Of a maim’d man ? 

1 Guard. Nay, then I have a goad 
To prick you forward, ox. 

2 Guard. Fight like a man, 

Or die like a dog. 

Geta. Shall I, like Caesar, fall 
Among my friends ? n,o mercy ? Et fu. Brute P 
You shall not have the honom' of my death ; 

I’ll fall by the enemy first. ' [Theyjight. 

1 Guard. Oh, brave, brave Geta 1 

{Persians driven of. 

He plays the devil now. 

Ente^ Niger. 

Niger. Make up for honour ! 

Tlie Persians shrink. ; the passage is laid open ; . 

Great Dioclesian, like a second Mars, , , 

(His strong arm govern’d by the fierce Bellona) 
Performs more than a man : His shield stmck full 
Of Persian darts, which now are his defence 
Against the enemies’ swords, still leads the way. 
Of ail the Persian forces, one strong squadron^ 

{Alamu'cm^^eeddi^ 

In which Cosroe in his own person fights. 

Stands firm, and yet unrouted : Break through that, 
The day and all is ours. {Retreat sounded. 

Ad. Victory, victoiw ! 
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SCENE VI, 


Before the Tent ^Dioclesian. 


Enter {in trhmpiit ^tk Roman ensigns) Guard, Dio^ 
CLESiAN, Chabinus, Aurelia, Maximinian, Ni- 
GER, Geta ; CosROE, Cassana, Persians, as Pri- 
soners ; Delphia and Hrusilla, frimtely. 

Dio. I am rewarded in the act ; your freedom 
Tome’s ten thousand triumphs: You, sir, share 
In all my glories. And, unkind Aurelia, 

Prom being a captive, still command the victor. 
Nephew, remember by whose gift you are free. 
You I afford my pity ; baser minds 
Insult on the afflicted : You sh^ know. 

Virtue and courage are admired and loved 
In enemies 5 but more of .that hereafter. — 
Thanks to your valour 5 to your swords I owe 
This wreath triumphant. Nor be thou forgot, 
"rMy tet poor bondman ! Geta, I am glad ^ 

Thou art turn’d a fightei*,’ ■ 

Geta, ’Twwf ^ s^tet- my wil s ' * - 

But now Tam bb'nfent with’ t. 

CImr. But imagine 

What honours can be done to you beyond these. 
Transcending all example ; ’tis in you 
To will, in us to seive it, 

Niger. We will have 

His statue of pure gold set in the Capitol, 

And he that bows not to it as a god. 

Makes forfeit of his head. 
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Maxi. I burst with envy 1 \A.fa,TL 

And yet these honours, which, conferr’d on me. 
Would make me pace on air, seem not to move him, 
Dio. Suppose this done, or were it possible 
I could rise higher still, I am a man ; 

And all these glories, empires heap’d upon me, 
Confiri^’d by constant friends, and faithful guards, 
Cannot defend me from a shaking fever. 

Or bribe the uncorrupted dart of Death 

To spare me one short minute. Thus adorn’d 

In these triumphant robes, my body yields not 

A greater shadow than it did when I 

Dived both poor and obscure ; a sword’s sharp point 

Enters my flesh as far ; dreams break my sleep. 

As when I was a private man j my passions 
Are stronger tyrants on me ; nor is greatness 
A saving antidote® to keep me from 
A traitor’s poison. Shall I praise my fortune. 

Or raise the building of my happiness 
On her uncertain favour ? or presume 
She is my own, and sure, that yet was never 
Constant to any ? Should my reason fail me, , 
(As flattery oft corrup|s it) here’s an example 
To speak, how far her smiles are to be trusted : 
The rising sun, tliis morning, saw this man 
The Persian monarch, and those subjects proud 
That had the honour but to kiss his feet ; 


And yet, ere his diurnal progress ends, 

He is the scorn of Fortune. But you’ll say. 
That she forsook him for his want of courage 


® .4 saving antidole to keep me,' '^c.] 'Syinpson would read 

thus..* ' t i 

A sovereiga antidote, ^ 

But, as the last editors observe, SaviijC! ^ttidoteyery properly 
defines a rBESEKVATiv®. . ... 
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But never leaves the bold : Now, by my hopes 
Of peace and quiet here, I never met 
A braver enemy 1 And, to make it good, 

Cosroe, Cassana, and the rest, be free. 

And ransomless return ! 

Cos. To see this virtue 
Is more to me than empire ; and to be , 
O’ercome by you, a glorious victory. 

What a devil means he next ! [Apart. 
Dio. I know that glory 
Is like Alcides’ shirt, if it stay on us 
Till pride hath mix’d it with our blood ; nor can we 
Part with it at pleasure ; when we would uncase, 
It brings along with it both flesh and sinews. 

And leaves us living monsters. 

i/uin. ’Would ’twere come {^Apart. 

To my,turn to put it on ! Pd rigpt the hazard. 

Dio. No j I wiU not be pluck’d out by the ears 
Out of this glorious castle ; uncompell’d, 

I will surrender rather : Let it suffice, 

I have touch’d the height of human happiness, 
And here I fix nil uUra. Hitherto 
I have lived a servant to aipbitious thoughts. 

And fading glories j what remains of life, 

I dedicate to Virtue ; and, to keep ■ 

My faith untainted, farewell, pride and pomp ! 

And circamstance of glorious majesty . 

Farewell for ev^ feNepheWj I have noted. 

That you have long with sore eyes look’d upon 
My flourishing fortune j you shall have possession 
Of my felicity ; I deliver up 
My empii'e, and this gem I prized above it. 

And aU things else that made me worth your envy. 
Freely unto you. — Gentle sir, your suffrage, 

■ ■ {To Chaeinus. 

To strengthen this, The soldier’s love I doubt not : 
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His valour, gentlemen, mil deserve your favours, 
Which let my prayers further. All is yours.— 
But I have been too liberal, and given that 
I must beg back again. 

Maxi. What am I fallen from ! 

Dio. Nay, start not : It is only the poor grange. 
The patrimony which my father left me, 

I would be tenant to. 

Maxi. Sir, I am yours : 

I wiU attend you there. 

Dio. No ; keep the court } , 

Seek you in Rome for honour : I will labour 
To find content elsewhere. Dissuade me not ; 

By Heaven, I am reiolved !— A.nd now, Drusilla, 
Being as poor as when I vow’d to make thee 
My wife, if thy love since hath felt no change, 

I am ready to perform it. 

Dnis. I still loved 

Your person, not your fortunes ; in a cottage. 
Being yours, I am an empress. 

And ril make _ , i ^ , 

The change^njpst h^py;'; 

Dio. Do me then the honour; , 

To see my vow perform’d. You but attend 
My glories to the urn ; where be it ashes, 
Welcome my mean estate 1 and, as a due. 

Wish rest to me, I honour unto you. [ExeunL 
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ACT ¥. SCENE I. 


• Enter Cuows. 

Chorus. The war with glory ended, and Cosroe, 
Acknowledging his fealty to Charinus, 

Dismiss’d in peace, returns to Persia : 

The rest, arriving safely unto Rome, 

Are entertain’d with triumphs : Maximinian, 

By the grace and intercession of his uncle. 

Saluted Caesar : But good Dioclesian, 

"Weary of pomp and state, retires himself, ^ 
With a small trmn, to a most private grange 
In Lombardy where the glad country strives 
With rural sports to give him entertainment : 

With which delighted, he with ease forgets 
All specious trifles, and securely tastes 
The certain pleasures of a private life. 

But oh. Ambition, that eats into. 

With venom’d teeth, true thankfulness and honour. 
And, to support her greatness, fashions fears. 
Doubts, and preventions to decline all dangers. 
Which, in the place of safety, prove her ruin ! 

All which be plea^ to see in Maximinian, 

To whom his conferr’d sovereignty was like 
A large sail fill’d full with a fore-right wind, 

* In Lombardy,] Halmatia was tbe real country to whicli 
Dioclesian retired ; but Lombardy being a finer climate for a 
farmer, was, I suppose, the reason why our poets have chose to 
fix him there.*-.^%???j?5ow. ^ 
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That drowns a smaller bark : And he once fall’a 
Into ingratitude, makes no stop in mischief, 

But violently runs on. Allow Maximinian all. 
Honour, and empire, absolute command ; 

Yet, being ill, long great he cannot stand. [Exit. 


SCENE IL 


Rome. An Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter I^ximinian Ac^iti^SS I-? 

Aur. Why droops my lord, my love, my life, my 
Caesar ? 

How ill this dulness doth comport with greatness ! 
Does not, with open arms, your fortune court you ? 
Rome know you for her master ? I myself 
Confess you for. my husband Move and serve you? 
If you contemn not these, and think them curses, 
I know no blessings that ambitious flesh / 

Could wish to feel beyond ’enu 
Maxi. Best Aurelia, 

The parent and the nurse to all my glories, 

’Tis not that, thus embracing you, I think 
There is a heaven beyond it, that begets 
These sad retirements ; but the fear to lose 
What it is hell to part with. Better to have lived 
Poor and obscure, and never sc^ed the top - 
Of hilly empire, than to die with fear 
To be thrown headlong down, almost as soon 
As we have i-each’d it 1 
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Yoii fashion to yourself. Is not my brother 
(Your equal and co-partner in the empire) 

Vow’d and confirm’d your friend ? the soldier con- 
stant ? 

Hath not your uncle Dioclesian taken 
His last farewell o’ th’ world ? What then- can shake 
you? 

Maxi, The thought I may be shaken, and assu- 
rance 

That what we do possess is not our own. 

But has depending on another’s favour : 

For nothing’s more uncertain, my Aurelia, 

Than power that stands not on his proper basisv, 
But borrows his foundation. I’ll make plain 
My cause of doubts and feai’s ; for what should I 
Conceal from you, that are to be familiar ' 

With my mosiT'ft^ate tKoughts ? Is not the em- 
' ' ' ' prre'''''"’- 

My uncle’s gift ? and may he not resume it 
Upon the least distaste ? Does not Charinus 
Cross me in my designs ? and what is majesty 
When ’tis divided ? Does not the insolent soldier 
Call my command his donative ? and w^hat can take 
More from our honour ? No, my wise Aurelia, 

If I to you am more than all the world. 

As sure you are to me ; as we desire 
To be secure, we must be absolute. 

And know no equal 5,, when your brother borrows 
The little splendcfy^^a| he has from us, 

And we fiut, not at entreaty, 

We may live safe| but till then, we but walk 
With heavy burthens on a sea of glass, 

And our own weight will sink us. 

Jur. Your mother brought you 
Into the world an emperor ; you persuade 
But what I would have counsell’d. Nearness of 
blood. 
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Respect of piety, and thankfulness. 

And all the holy dreams of virtuous fools, 

Must vanish into nothing, when Ambition 
(The maker of great minds, and nurse of honour) 
Puts in for empire. On then, and forget 
Your simple uncle ; think he was the master 
(In being once an emperor) of a jewel, 

Whose worth and use he knew not. For Charinus, 
(No more my brother) if he be a stop 
To what you purpose, he to me’s a stranger, 

And so to be removed. ^ 

Maxi. Thou more than woman ! 

Thou masculine greatness, to whosei soaring spirit 
To touch the stars seems but an easy flight. 

Oh, how I glory in thee ! Those great women • 
Antiquity is proud of, thou but named. 

Shall be no more remember’d. But persever,®' 
And thou shalt shine among those lesser lights, 
To all posterity, like another Phoebe, 

And so adored as she is, , , ^ 

Enter. Chaeinus, Nidait, and GmM. - - 

Aur. Here’s Charinus, 

His brow furrow’d wdth anger. 

Maxi. Let him storm ! 

And you shall hear me thunder. 

Char. He dispose of 

My provinces at his pleasure ? and confer 
Those honours, that are only mine to give. 

Upon his creatures ? ' , _ = 

Niger.' ,ar,''ascribe.ii|g);/^;f:;|li|/f^ 


* FersherJ} The last editors^ Tike, Goxeter and Mason^ hi 
their editions' of Massinger, rain 'tiie'pietre, of this line by substi« 
tuting the inodern word, ■ ■/ * 
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To his assurance of your love and favour, 

And not to pride or malice. 

Char. No, good Niger ; 

Courtesy shall not fool me ; he shall know 
I lent a hand to raise him, and defend him. 

While he continues good ; but the same strength. 
If pride make him usurp upon my right, 

ShaU strike him to the centre. — ^You are well met, 
sir. 

M<ucu As you make the encounter. Sir, I hear 
That you repine, and hold yourself much grieved. 
In that, without your good leave, I bestow’d 
The Gallian pioconsulship upon 
A follo^ver of mine. ' 

Chmr. ’Tis true ; and wonder 
|!-:You durst attempt it-. 

DurstjCharittus? ■ ’■ 

'■""'■'iChar. Durst ^ ^ 

Again I speak it. Think you me so tame, 

So leaden and unactive, to sit down ' 

With such dishonour ? iSiit, recall your grant. 

And speedily ; or, by the Roman gods,^ 

Thou tripp’st thine own heels up, and hast no i 
In Rome, or in the empire. 

Maxi. Thou hast none. 

But by permission. Alas, poor Charinus,*^* 

-Thou shadow of an emperor, I scoA thee, 

and, thyi^j^Rsh. threats! 'TW5^gods appoint 

The absolute #^ser of the esfeth. 

That has the sharpest sword : I sure, Charinus, 
Thou wear’st one without edge, -when cruel Aper 

— - — iy the Roman .--— 2 So squeamish were the 31- 

S . of the stage or the press, that they would not suffer the 
ods to standi in either folio. And yet so inconsistent were 
^ I that in the next speech they either overlooked the same * 
word, or mitigated their persecution against it. 
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Had kill’d Numerianus, thy brother, 

(An act that would have made a trembling coward 
More daring than Alcides) thy base fear 
Made thee wink at it ; then rose up my uncle, 
-tor the honour of the empire, and of Rome, 
Against the traitor, and, among his guards, 
punish d the treason. This bold daring act 
^ot him the soldiers^ suffrages to be Cassar* 

An his too-gentle nature 

^hee the name only, as his gift, 

1 challenge the succession. , 

n^en the receiver of a courtesy ‘i i 

l^nnot sustain the weight it carries wi^ it, ' 

1 IS but a trial, * not a present act. 

Thou hast in a few days of thy short reign. 

In over-weening pride, riot, and lusts. 

Shamed noble Dioclesian, and his gift ; 

Nor doubt I, when it shall arrive unto 
His certain knowledge, how the empire groans 
Under thy tyranny, but he will forsake 
Hp private life, and once agaitt resume 
His laid-by majesty ; or, at least, make choice 
Of such an Atlas as may bear this burden. 

Too heavy for thy shoulders.— To. effect this. 


’Tis but a trial.'] The sense designed is certainly, not a 
present, ox as yet an irrevocable act or deed. _ If the woi-ds do not 
SGBni to the rencior to convey this sense> a- slight chanjje will * He 
may read, * 


^ . nM a perfea act} . . ^ ■ 

but I would not bave tlie text disturbedii^*?^S^ . - h... ;• * ’ 
Betterton reads, ^ 

' ^'Tis but a trial, not a conftfrfd act 

The ^rroxd present, in the text, bears the ^6 sense as confimi^d 

mpetfecii^s m the variations of Seward; Betterton. ^Bd« 1778 . 
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Lend your assistance, gentlemen ; and then doubt 
not 

But that this mushroom, sprung up in a night. 
Shall as soon wither — And for you, Aurelia, 

If you esteem your honour more than tribute 
Paid to your loathsome appetite, as a fury 
Ely from his loose embraces. So, farewell ! 

Ere long you shall hear more. \Exeunt.. 

Aur. Are you struck dumb, 

That you make no reply ? 

Maxi. Sweet, I will do. 

And after talk : I will prevent their plots, 

And turn them on their own accursed heads. 

My uncle ? good ! I must not know the names 
Of piety or pity. Steel my heart. 

Desire of empire, and instruct me, that 
The prince that over others would bear sway. 
Checks at no let that stops him in his way ! 

■ ■ ' [_Exeuni. 


SCENE III 


Lombardy, Before the Farm ^Dioclesian. A Well 
, bach-ground. 


Enter three Shepherds and two Countrymen. 

1 Shep. Do you think this great man wiU conti- 

nue here ? 

2 Shep. Continue here ? what else ? he has bought 

the great farm ; 

great man, with a great inheritance, 


325 


Scene III.] THE PEGPHETESS. 

And all the ground about it, all the woods too. 
And stock’d it like an emperor. Now, all our 
sports again, 

And all our merry gambols, our May-ladies, 

Our evening dances on the green, our songs. 

Our holiday good cheer, our bagpipes now, boys. 
Shall make the wanton lasses skip again. 

Our sheep-shearings, and all our knacks^ 

3 Sliep. But hark you. 

We must not call him emperor. 

1 Count. That’s all one; rKr>: ; 

He is the king of good fellows, that’s ho treason ; 
And so I’ll caU him still, though I be hang’d for’t. 

I grant you he has given his honour to another man. 
He cannot give his humour ; he’s a brave fellow. 
And will love us, and we’ll love him. Come hither, 
Ladon ; 

What new songs, and what gee'rs ? 

3 S/^ep. Enough. I’ll tell ye ; 

He comes abroad anon to view his grounds. 

And with the help of Thirsis, and old Egon, 

(If his whorson cold be gone) and Amaryllis, 

And some few more o’th’ wenches, we will meet him. 
And strike him such new springs,* and such free 
welcomes. 

Shall make him scorn an empire, forget majesty, 

^ here means tunes. So Bishop Douglas in his Trans* 

latioii of Virgil, book vi. p. 167 ; — 

<< Gif Orpheus mycht reduce agane I gess _ ^ ^ 

From' Hell his spouse^s goist, #ith.hl&'Siieifc - ■ 

Playand on his harp of Trace sa 

S’o Chaucer, in his House of Fame, 'hobl M line 

There saw I eke famous. old- and young 
Piperis of all the Buche tong, . . ; ' 

T o’ learne ' lo?e dauno^s, ' 

Reyes and the straunge ^ ’ 
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And make him bless the hour he lived here happy. 

2 Count. And we will second ye, we honest car- 

ters, 

We lads o’ th’ lash, with some blunt entertainment ; 
Our teams to two-pence, we’ll give him some con- 
tent. 

Or we’ll bawl fearfully ! 

3 Hhep. He cannot expect now 

His courtly entertainments, and his rare musics. 
And ladies to dehght him with their voices j 
Honest and cheerful toys from honest meanings. 
And the best hearts they have. We must be neat all ; 
On goes my russet jerkin with blue buttons. 

1 Shep. And my green slops I was married in j 
my bonnet. 

With my eauraati^ with sliver tags, boys j 
You kno^ where 1 won it. 

I CowwA Thoir wilt ne’er be old, Alexis. 

1 Shep. And I shall find some toys that have been 
favours. 

And nosegays, and such knacks j for there be 
wenches. 

3 Shep. My mantle goes on too I play’d young 
^ Paris in, ’ 

And the new garters Amaryllis sent me. 

1 Ckiunt. Yes, yes y we’ll all be handsome, and 

wash pur faces. 

Neighbour, I see>^f^iMnt of March, dhst 
That’s hatched chaps : I pfay you be care- 

fill,"' '■ 

And mundify your muzzle. 

Enter Gbta. 

2 Countr. PU to the barber’s j 

It shall cost me I know what. — Who’s this ? 

3 Shep. Give room, neighbours ! . 


Scene III.] THE PEOP^TESS- 527 

A great man in our state. Gods bless your worship ! 

2 Countr. Increase your mastership J 
Geta. Thanks, my good people. 

Stand off, aird know your duties ! — As I take it, 
You are the labouring people of this village. 

And you that keep the sheep. Stand further offyet. 
And mingle not with my authority } 

I am too mighty for your company. 

S Shep. We know it, sir; and we desire your 
worship 

To reckon us amongst your humble servants ; 

And that our country sporty sir— — 

Geta. For your sports, ^r, 

They may be seen, when I shall think convenient, 
When, out of my discretion, I shall view ’em. 

And hold ’em fit for license. — Ye look upon me. 
And look upon me seriously, as you knew me ; 
’Tis true, I have been a rascal, as you are, 

A fellow of no mention, nor no mark. 

Just such another piece of dirt, so fashion’d ; 

But time, that purifies all things of merit. 

Has set another stamp. Come nearer now. 

And be not fearful (1 take off my austerity ;) 

And know me for the great and mighty steward 
Under this man of honour ; know ye for my vassals. 
And at my pleasure I can dispeople ye, 

Can blow you and your cattle out o’ th’ country : 
But fear me, and have favour. Come, go along 
with me. 

And I will hear your songs, and perhaps like ’em. 

S Shep. I hope you will, sir, _ 

Geta. ’Tis not a thing impossible. ' ^ 
Perhaps I’ll sing myself^ the to grace ye ; 
And if I like your women— ^ — 

3 Shep. We’ll have the best, sir. 

Handsome young girls. ; , ’ 

Geta, -Tlie handsomer fhe? tetter. 
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Enter Delphia. 

’May bring your wives too; ’twiil be ali one charge 
to ye; 

For I must know your families. 

Delp. ’Tis well said, 

’Tis well said, honest friends. I know ye are hatch- 
ing 

Some pleasurable sports for your^reat landlord ; 
Fill him with joy, and win him a friend to ye. 
And make this little grange seem a large empire. 
Set out® with home contents : I’ll work his favour. 
Which daily shall be on ye. 

3 Shep. Then we’ll sing daily. 

And make him .the best sports ‘ 

X)eZp. "Instruct ’em, Geta, 

And be a merry man again^ 

Geta. Will you lend me a devil, 

That we may dance a while ? 

Delp. I’ll lend thee two ; 

And bagpipes that shall blow alone. 

Creto. I thank you ; 

But I’ll know your devils of a cooler complexion 
first. 

Come, follow, follow ; I’ll go sit and see ye. 

Delp. Do ; and be ready an hour hence, and 
/'■ ' ■ , bring ’emy-f..*. 

For in the grove' yi^’ll find him. ' [Exeunt 
Enter Dioceesian and Deusilla. 

Dio. Gome, Dfusilla, 

Let oaE], Probably we should read, set out Ed. 17 Y 8 . - 

Without the alteration, which is a very obvious one, there is not 
« shadow of sense in the text. • . 
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The partner of my best contents ! I hope now 
You dare believe me. 

Drus. Yes, and dare say to you, 

I think you now most happy. 

Dio. You say true, sweet; 

For, by my soul, I find now by experience. 
Content was nev’^er courtier. 

DruSi I pray you walk on, sir ; 

The cool shades of the grove invite you. 

Dio. Oh, my dearest ! 

Wlien man has cast otf his ambitious greatness, 
And sunk into the sweetness of himself; 

Built his foundation upon honest thoughts ; 

Not great, but good, desires his daily servants ; 
How quietly he sleeps ! How joyfully 
He w^akes again, and looks on his possessions. 

And fi’om his willing labours feeds with pleasure ! 
Here hang no comets in the shapes of crowns 
To shake our s%veet contents ; nor here, Drusilla,- 
Cares, like eclipses, darken our endeavours : 

We love here without rivals, kiss with innocence : 
Our thoughts as gentle as our lips, our children 
The double heirs both of our forms arid faiths. 
Z)rws. I am glad ye make this right use of this* 
sweetness, 

This sweet retiredness. 

Dio. ’Tis sweet indeed, love; 

And every circumstance about it shews it. 

How liberal is the spring in every place here i 
The artificial court shews but a shadow, 

A jiainted imitation of tliis glory. • - ; ; , v- ' 

Smell to this flower ; here Nature has her excel- 
lence; ■ ; 

Let all the perfumes of the empire pass this, 

Tlie carefull’st lady’s cheek shew such a colour ; 
They are gilded and adulterate Vanities. 
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And here in poverty dwells noble nature. 

What pains we take to cook our wines, to allay us, 
And bury quick the fuming god to quench us. 

Methinks this crystal well [_Music below.l Ha ! 

what strange music ? 

’Tis underneath, sure ! — How it stirs and joys me ! 
How all the birds set on ! the fields redouble 
Their odoriferous sweets ! Hark how the echoes — 

Enter Delphia. 

DriiS. See, sir, those flowers 
From out the well, spring to your entertainment. 

A Spirit rises fiom the WelL 

■ Dwi';; r-',; y-V.!':-'-; ■■■• ; ' ^ ’ 

Drus, Be not afraid j *tis some good angel 
That’s come to welcome you, 

Delp. Go near, and hear, son. 
jyio^ Oh, mother, thank you, thank you 1 this was 
your will. 

Delp. You shall not want delights to bless your 
presence. ■ 

Now you are honest, all the stars shall »nour you. 

Enter Shepherds and Dancers. 

Stay j here are shepherds j here’s some sjmrt 

top,',-' 

And you must grace it, sfr j ’twas meant to welcome 
you. ' 

A king shall never feel your joy : Sit down, son. 
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mi 

A Dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesses ; one dis- 
guised as Pan leading the tnen, another as Ceres, 
the maids. 

Hold, hold! my messenger appears. Leave off, 
friends. 

Leave off a while, and breathe. 

Dio. What news ? You are pale, mother. 

Delp. No ; I am careful of thy safety, son. 

Be not affi’ighted, but sit still j I am with thee. 

Enter Maximinian, AirhEtiA, md Soldiers. 

And now, dance out your dance.—Do you know 
that person ? 

Be not amazed, but let him shew Iris dreadfullest. 
Maxi. How confident he sits amongst his plea- 
sures, 

And what a cheerful colour shews in’s face ! 

And yet he sees me too, the soldiers wi& me. 

Aur. Be speedy in your work, (you will be stopt 
else) 

And then you are an emperor ! 

Maxi. I’ll about it. 

Dio. My royal cousin, how I joy to see you, 
You and your royal empress ! 

Maxi. You are too kind, sir. 

I come not to eat with you, and to surfeit 
In these poor clownish pleasures ; but to tell you, 
I look TOOn you like my winding-sheet,^; ^ 
The coffin of my grea,tness, nay, . my grave ; 

For whilst you are alive— ^ 

Dio. Alive, my cousin ? 

Maxi. I say, alive— I am no emperor j 
I am nothing but my own disquie^t. 

Dio. Stay, sir! . : , 
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. Maxi. I cannot stay. The soldiers dote upon you. 
I would fain spare you ; but mine own security 
Compels me to forget you are my uncle, 

Compels me to forget you made me Csesar j 
For, whilst you are remember’d, I am buried. 

Dio. Did not I make you emperor, dear cousin ? 
The free gift from my special grace ? 

Delp. I^ear nothing. 

Dio. Did not I chuse this poverty, to raise you? 
That royal Vv^^oman gave into your ai'ins too ? 
Bless’d you with her bright beauty ? Gave the 
. soldier. 

The soldier that hung to me, fix’d him on you ? 
Gave you the world’s command ? 

Maxi. This cannot help you. 

Dio. Yet this sl^ll ease me. Can you be so base^ 
’"''‘'COUsihf 

So far from nobleness, so far from nature. 

As to forget all this ? to tread this tie out ? 

Raise to j^ourself so foul a monument 
That every common foot shall kick asunder ? 

Must my blood glue you to your peace ? 

Maxi. It must, uncle ; 

I stand too loose else, and my foot too feeble : 
You gone once, and their love retired, Tam rooted. 
Dio. And cannot this removed poor state ob- 
scure me? > 

I do not seek for yours, nor inquire ambitiously 
After yodr^^Whjg &rfm^^^ heed, my kins- 
man i" ’ 

Ungratefulness and blood mingled together. 

Will, like two furious tides 

Maxi. I must sail through ’em ; 

Let ’em be tides of death, sir, I must stem up; 

Dio. Hear but this last, and wisely yet consider * 
Place round about my grange a garrison. 

That if I offer to exceed my limits, 
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Or ever in my common talk name emperor. 

Ever converse with any greedy soldier, 

Or look for adoration, nay, for courtesy. 

Above the day’s salute Think who has fed you, 

Think, cousin, who 1 am. Do you slight my misery r 
Nay, then I charge thee ! Nay, I meet thy cruelty. 

{_Dra'Ws. 

Maxi. This cannot serve ; prepare. Norv fall on, 
soldiers. 

And all the treasure that 1 have 

1 Sold. The earth shakes ; ' 

"We totter up and down ; we cannot stand, sir j 
Methinks the mountains tremble too. ‘ 

2 Said. The flashes, 

How thick and hot they come ! We shall be burnt 
alll 

Delp. Fall on, soldiers ! 

You that sell innocent blood, fall on full bravely! 

1 Sold. We cannot stir. 

Delp. You have your liberty ; 

So have you, lady : One of you come do it. 

[_A hand mth a bolt appears above.. 
Do ye stand amazed ? Look o’er thy head, Maxi- 
minian. 

Look, to thy terror, what over-hangs thee ; 

Nay, it will nail thee dead : Look how it threatens 
thee! 

“ The bolt for vengeance on ungrateful wretches ; 
The bolt of innocent blood Read those hot cha.. 

"''Ag'jracters,A’;y:"- ■ 

And spell the will of Heaven. Nayi lovely lady. 
You must take part too, as spur to Ambition. 

Are you humble ? Now speak ; my part is ended. 
Does all your glory shake ? 

Maxi. Hear us, great uncle, S': , \They hneel. 
Good and great sir, be pitifuLuhto us ! 
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Below your feet we lay our lives ; be merciful ! 
Begin you. Heaven will follow. 

Aur. Oh, it shakes still ! 

And dreadfully it threatens. We acknow- 
ledge 

Our base and foul intentions : Stand between us ! 
For faults confess’d, they say, are half forgiven : 
We are sorry for our sins. Take from us, sir. 
That glorious^ weight that made us swell, that poi- 
son’d us ; 

That mass of majesty I labour’d under, ^ 

(Too heavy and too mighty for my manage) 

That my poor innocent days may turn again. 

And my mind, pure, may purge me of these curses. 
By your old love, the blood that runs between us — 
; [2%e hand taken in, 

Aut. By that love once you bare to me ! by that, 
sir. 

That blessed maid enjoys 

Dio. Rise up, dear cousin, 

And be your words your judges ! I forgive you. 
Great as you are, enjoy that greatness ever, 

Whilst I mine own content make mine own empire. 
Once more I give you all ; learn to deserve iV., 
And live to love your good more than your ^©at- 
hess. — ' 

Now shew your loves to entertain this emperor. 
My honest neighbours ! Geta, see all handsome. — 
Your grade must pordpn us 5 our. house is little 5 
But such an ample welcome as a poor man 
And his true love can make you and your empress — 
Madam, we have no dainties. 

Aur. ’Tis enough, sir 5 
We shall enjoy the riches of your goodness. 

Sold. Long live the good and gracious Dioclesian ! 
Dip. I tliank you, soldiers ; I forgive your rash- 
ness. 
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And, royal sir, long may they love and honour you ! 

{^Drums beat a march afar off. 
What drums are those ? 

Delp, Meet ’em, my honest son ; 

They are thy friends, Charinus and the old soldiers. 
That come to rescue thee from thy hot cousin. 
But all is well ; and turn all into welcomes ! 

Two emperors you must entertain now. 

Dio. Oh, dear mother, 

I have will enough, but I want room and glory. 
Delp. That shall be my c^e. Sound your pipes 
now merrily, ■ 

And all your handsome sports : Sing ’em full wel- 
comes! 'V : 'i 

Dio. And let ’em know, our true love breeds 
more stories, 

And perfect joys, than kings do, and their glories. 

\Exeimt, 





This comedy, which was first printed in the collection of 16i<7y> 
was the work of Fletcher solely. It was licensed for the stage, 
June ^2, 1622, little more than a month after the Prophetess, 
and acted at the Globe. Tom Diirfey, according to his usual 
practice, took this play, and made a very indifferent alteration of 
it, which was acted at the Theatre-Royal, and printed in 1686, 
under the title of The Commonwealth of Women. 

Fletcher certainly took the hint and some part of the plot of 
this comedy from Shakspeare's Tempest, as Diyden observes in 
the preface to his and Davenant's alteration of the latter play : — 
Our excellent Fletcher had so great a value for it, that he 
thought fit to make use of the same design, not much varied,, a 
second time. Those who have seen bis Sea-Voyage may 'easily 
discern that it was a copy of JShakspeare^s Tempest : tlie storm, 
the desart island, and the woman who had never seen a man, are 
^iL.sufficient testimonies of it.^^ And in the prologue he says. 

The storm which vanished on a neiglibouring shore, 

Was tauglit b}?" Shakspearc’s Tempest first to roar. 

That innocence and beauty which did smilq 
In Fletcher, grew on this Enchanted Isle; 

But Shakspeare's magic could not copied be. 

Within that circle none durst walk but he. 

Fletcher certainly showed great Judgment in not attempting to 
introduce supernatural agency, for in the very few plays where 
he has ventured into that region, which none but Shakspeare has 
ever succeeded in delineating:, he has failed most grossly. Though 
he undoubtedly imitated that great poet in the circumstances 
pointed out by Dryden, yet the general tenor of Ms play is so 
different from the Tempest as to preclude all comparison. The 
idea of the female commonwealth, and their rash vow not to have 
intercourse with men, he took from the classical story of Hysipyla 
and her female warriors on the isle' of Lemnos, or perhaps from 
Ariosto's copy of that tale in hfe Orlando Furloso. Upon the 


wliole it may he observed, that the Sea-Voyage, without presu- 
ming to assert an equal rank with the matchless fairy-drama of the 
Tempest, is a very pleasing play ; a sketch evidently not polished 
by very acute revision, but yet the sketch of a master. There is 
sufficient unity of design, nor can the popular charge of the care- 
lessness of Fletcher^s two last acts be brought with justice against 
this production. In Aminta and Clarinda he has displayed his 
usual skill in delineating, in the natural and easy manner" almost 
peculiar to him, the female character. He has not succeeded 
equally in the delineation of the more, savage Eoseliia ; and the 
remainder of his amazons are sufficiently disgusting to make us 
deplore the taste of times when such characters were necessary 
to please those parts of the audience v/ho could not relish the 
pureness of Aminta and Clarinda. The male characters are not 
drawn with great precision, but they contribute to the general ef- 
fect which the poet probably intended to produce. 1 he lively 
and blunt ribalt, and the true seaman-like Master, together with 
the despicable trio of Lamure, Franville, and Moriiiat, produce 
very humorous situations, which greatly diversify the drama, and 
heighten the effegt of the beautiful dialogues between Albert 
and Aminta. TfSe origin and gradual progress of the affec- 
tions of the latter for the pirate wha had ravished her from her 
home, and whom she at first naturally detested, occasioned by 
his abstinence from taking advantage*^ of her situation, his en- 
tire submission to her will, and the generous ardour he evinces 
in the accomplishment of her wishes, are painted with Fletcher’s 
characteristic delicacy. 

It still remains to notice the unusual shortness of the comedy, 
the great irregularity of the versification, and tlie great number 
of hemistichs, which seem to suggest the probability of the copy 
given to the press having been one cut down for representation. 


DRAMATIS PERSONS, 

iAlbert, a French pirate^ in leoe mth Aminta. 
i Tibalt du Yox\% a merry genthman, friend to Albert. 
, Master of the ship, an honest merry man. 

•* Lamure, an muring merchant. 

4 Eranvilie, a vainglorious gallant. 

^Morillat, a skallovo-brained gentleman. 

Boatswain, an honest man. 

4 Sebastian, a noble gentleman of Portugal, husband to 
Rosellia. 

4 Nicusa, nephew to Sebastian ; both cast upon a desart 
island. 

iRaymond, brother to Aminta, 

Surgeon. 

Sailors. 

■^Aminta, mistress to Albert, a mble French virgin. 
j Rosellia, governess of the Amazonian Portugals. 

4 Clarinda, daughter to RoselMa, in love with Albert 

j Hippolita, tlnrgQ ladies, members of the female 
* JiSette^* r commonwealth. 


SCEN'E , — ^First at Sea, then in a Desart Island, 
and the Isle of the Amazons. 


The principal Actors were, 
Joseph Tailor, ? John Lowin, 


William Eglestone, 
Nich.Toolie, 


John Underwood. 




THE 


SEA-VOYAGE.. 


♦ 


ACT 1. SCENE I. 


On board a Ship at Sea. A Tempest, Thunder and 
Lightning. 


Enter Master and two Sailors. 

Master. Lay her aloof, the sea grows dangerous ; 
How it spits against, the clouds ! how it capers, ' 
And how the iieiy element frights it back ! 

There be devils dancing in the air I think. 

This play, as it stands in all the former copies, has not re- 
ceived so much injury in its sense as treasure, and so we have 
not so much cause to complain of the former as of the latter ; yet 
cause there is, as the reader will see in the following notes. Mr 
Shirley, who published the old folio edition, seems to have had 
little care of mahmg our poets appear to advantage, when he sent 
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I saw a dolphin hang i’ th’ horns o’ th’ moon, 
Shot from a wave. Hey day, hey day, how she 
kicks and, yerks ! 

Down with the main-mast ! lay her at hull ! 

Furl up all her linens, and let her ride it out ! 

1 Sailor. She’ll never brook it, Master j 
She’s so deep laden that she’ll bulge. 

Master. Hang her I 

Can she not buffet with a storm a little ? 

How it tosses her ! she reels like a drunkard. 

2 Sailor. We have discover’d the land, sir ; pray 

let’s make in ! 

She is so drunk else, she may chance 
To cast up all her lading. 

1 Sailor. Stand in, stand in ! ’ 

We are all lost else, lost and perish’d. 

Master '. Steer her a-starboard there ! 


this play into the world in so unpoetical a dress ; I own the re- 
storing of the measure cost rne abundantly more application and 
pains than the correcting the text ; but yet the reader must not 
expect that musical, exact B.ow of numbers which our modern 
gentlemen of Parnassus are so careful about, here, any more than 
in Bhakspeare : However, I think, I may remark once for all, 
both upon our authors and him, that whenever any subject re- 
quires the sublime, the pathetic, or descriptive, there the numbers 
are equal to both the sentiment and diction/ ^nd the happy mix- 
ture is capable of transporting any soul who has the least taste 
for the beauties of poetry ... 

In restoring the measure** fas Sympson calls it) he lias 
tacitly ihterpol^Snnjd unprecedented in 

any editors but those of ttose works in 1750» The variations, 
both avowed and secret, we may safely pronounce to be almost 
all for the worse, and unworthy mention ; those which are other- 
wise shall be properly noticed. — Ed. 1778. 

^ The last editors have, ho^yever, not gone far enough in resto- 
ring the old division of lines, which is generally more natural, 
though not so exact as that of the modern editions. Nor have 
they come up to their resolution of restoring the text, as they re- 
tain Sympson*s unnecessary and siiently-introdaced variations in 

many infstan'ces* . 
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Scene I.] THE SlA-yOYAGE. 

2 Sailor. Bear in with ail the sail we can ! See, 
Master, 

See what a clap of thunder there is 1 
What a face of Heaven ! ho%'F dreadfully it looks ! 
Master. Thou rascal,, thou fearful rogue, thou 
hast been praying ! 

. I see it in thy face ; thou hast been mumbling, 
When we are split, you slave ! Is this a time 
To discoui'age our friends with your cold orisons ? 
Call up the Boatswain. How it storms ! holla 1 

EnUr Boaimain. 

Boats. What shall we do. Master ? Cast over all 
her lading ? 

She will not swim an hour else. 

Enter Albekt, Franville, Labiube, Tibalt dc 
Pont, attd Moeillat. 

Master. The storm is- lwd|K 
We cannot hear one aii'othter.: Wh^iPs the co'&st i 
Boats. We know notyet j shall we make in ? 
JB. What comfort, sailors ? 

I never saw, since I have known the sea, 

(Which has been these twenty years) so rude a tem- 
pest. 

In what state are we ? 

, Master. Dangerous enough, captain ; 

We have sprung five leaks, and no little ones 
Still rage I-— besides, her ribs are open, 

Her rudder almort spent : Prepare youmelves. 
And have good courages I Death comes but once ; 
And let him come in all his frights ! 

Alb. Is’t not possible : 

To make in to the land ? here before us. 
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Mot. Here hard by, sir. 

Master. Death’s nearer, gentlemen. 

Yet, do not cry; let’s die like men ! 

Tib. Shall’s hoise the boat out, 

And go all at one cast ? The more the merrier ! 

Enter Aminta. 

Master. You are too hasty, monsieur ; do you 
long 

To be i’ th’ fish-market before your time ? — 

Hold her up there ! 

Amin. Oh, miserable fortune ! 

Nothing but horror sounding in mine ears, 

No minute to promise to my frighted soul ! 

Tib. Peace, woman! 

We ha’ storms enough already ; no more howling I 
Amin. Gentle master ! 

Master. Clap this woman under hatches. 

Alb. Pr’ythee speak mildly to her. 

Amin. Can no help — — 

Master. None, that I know. 

Amin. No promise from your goodness 

Master . Am I a god ? For Heaven’s sake, stow 
this woman ! 

■Tib. Go, take your gilt prayer-book, and to your 
business! 

Wink and die !* There an old haddock stays for 
' yom' , 

Amin. Must I die here in all the frights, the ter- 
rors. 

The thousand several shapes Death triumphs in ? 
No friend to counsel me ? 

* WiTik and die 11 By this, as Mr Timvhitt, in a note on An- 
thony and aeopatra observes, it is meant to be insinuated that 
she is afraid to die with her eyes open. 
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Alb. Have peace, sweet mistress ! 

Amin. No kindred’s tears upon me ? Oh, my 
country ! 

No gentle hand to close mine eyes ? 

Alb. Be comforted ; 

Heaven has the sainepower still,and thesamemercy. 
Amin. Oh, that wave will devour me ! 

Master. Carry her down, captain. 

Or, by these hands. I’ll give no more direction. 
Let the ship sink or swim ! We ha’ ne’er better luck 
When we ha’ such stowage as these trinkets with us. 
These sweet sin-breeders : How can Heaven smile 

When such a burden of iniquity ■ 

Lies tumbling, like a potion, in our ship’s belly? 

[^Eicit. 

Tib. Away with her ; and, if she have a prayer 
That’s fit for such an hour, let her say’t quicldy. 
And seriously I [Exit. 

Alb. Come ; I see it clear, lady ; 

Come in, and take some comfort 1 I’ll stay with you. 
Amin. Where should I stay ? to what end should 
I hope ? 

Am I not circled round with misery ? 

Confusions in their full heights dwell about me ! 
Oh, Monsieur Albert, how am I bound to curse you, 
(If curses could redeem me) how to hate you ! 
You forced me from my quiet, from my friends. 
Even from their arms that were as dear to me 
As day-light is, or comfort to the wretched ; 

You forced my friends, [some] from their peaceful 
rest,^ . ' ’ 


’ You, forced my friends from, their feactfArest.'^ The word fa 
brackets was silently interpolated by Sympson, and silently con- 
tinued by the last editors. It is certainly an improvement to the 
sense as well as the measure. A few lines further on both these 



S4S 


the SEA- voyage. ' [Act I. 

Some your relentless sword gave their last groans ; 
(’Would I had there been number’d !) and to For- 
tune’s 

Never-satisfied aflflictions you turn’d my brother, 
And those few friends I had left, like desperate 
creatures. 

To their own fears and the world’s stubborn pities. 
Oh, merciless ! 

Alb. Sweet mistress ! 

Amin. And whether they are wandered to avoid 
you, 

Or whether dead, and no kind earth to cover ’em^ — 
Was this a lover’s part ? But Heaven has found you. 
And in his loudest voice, his voice of thunder. 
And in the mutiny of his deep wonders. 

He tells you now, you weep too late. 

AW. LiCt these tears 

T^li how I honour you ! You know, dear lady, 
&nce you were mine, how truly I have loved you. 
How sanctimoniously observed your honour : 

Not one lascivious word, not one touch, lady, 

No, not a hope that might not render me 
The unpolluted servant of your chastity. 

For you I put to sea, to seek your brothbif^ 

editors read silentlj, and most unnecessariIjlj|i^i^rf^l^iiisteWd of 
wandered^ But such needless variations mention, and 

in the old text, ^h^never it shall be restored 

without notice. » ^ \ ^ 

^ For ^ou I pnf to #o seek Tliis, if it has anj 

meaning, must signify that his sole en putting to sea was to 
find out her brother, and yet, act iii* scene i. Fmmille says po- 
sitively that they were bound 

For happ^placeSi and most fei'tile islands^ 
but that afterwards 

She turned the captain^ s mindy Sfc. 

This inconsistency might possibly be owing to some over and 
above complaisant player, who was willing to enhance the value 
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(Your captain, yet your siat-e) that his redemption. 
If he be living where the sun has circuit. 

May expiate your rigour, and my rashness. 

Amin. The storm grow« greater ; what shall we 
do? 

Alb. Let’s in. 

And ask Heaven’s mercy 1 hly strong mind yet 
presages. 

Through all these dangers, we shall see a day yet 
Shall crown your pious hopes, and my fair wishes. 

" 'with AumTA.. 

Enter Master, TtBA-Vs:, Mpiiileat, Fean- 

viLLE, Boatswain, and Sailors, Jliriging over cffests. 

Master. It must all overboard. 

Boats. It clears to seaward, master, 

Alaster. Fling o’er the lading there, and let us 
lighten her, 

(All the meat and the cakes ; ^ we are all gone else !) 
That we may find her leai^, and hold hei PB * 

Yet save some little biscuit for the lady, t 
Till we come to the land I® 

of Albert’s service, mid make him compliment his mistress, not 
only at the expence of our poets, but even of truth itself — 
St/mpson, 

This assertion here is too positive, anti too much pursued, and 
the circumstance too unimportant to be ascribed to the interpo** 
latioB of a player, if there is an Inconsistency, it is more pro^ 
bahly owing to the inadvertency of the authors.— Ed, ■ p 

There, does not %pear to, me to be ,anyincon^teney in the pas- 
sage. The object of this present vcy4ge''%&' to .Reek- her hror 
ther, though Albert’s original desthmdon was different;, — Mmmi* 

^ AU ike meal mid t'he cakes,] M^on propo^^es to read casks ^ 
1 should be inclined to prefer cafe^,-but have not disturbed the 
text, as the Master may. speak, according to'hls previous manner, 
ironically, ' \ . 

^ Fling o’er ilm hdisig^ givfef this and tjie folfewing 
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Lam. Must my goods over too ? 

Why, honest Master, here lies all ray money. 

The money I ha’ rack’d by usury, 

To buy new lands and lordships in new countries, 
’Cause I was batsish’d from mine own : I ha’ been 
This twenty yeafs a-raising it. 

Tib. Out with it ! 

The devils are got together by the ears, who shall 
have it ; 

And here they quarrel in the clouds. 

Lam. I am undone, sir ! 

Tib. And be undone ; ’tis better than we perish. 
Lam. Oh, save one chest of plate ! 

Tib. Away, with it lustily, sailors ! 

It was some pawn that he has got unjustly ; 

Down with it low enough, and let crabs breed in’t ! 
Master, Over with the trunks too. 

Enter Albert. 

Alb. Take mine, and spare not. 

Master. We must over with all. ^ 

Eran. Will you throw , away my lordship that I 
sold. 

Put it into clothes and necessaries, to go to sea with f 
Tib. Over with it ! I love to see a lordship sink ; 
Sir, you left no wood upon’t, te buoy it up ; 

You might ha’ saved it else. 

Fran. I am undone 
For ever. 

Alb. Why, we are aU undone ; 

Would you be only happy ? 

Lam. Sir, you may lose too. 

Tib. Thou liest ! I ha’ nothing but my skin, 

four lines to the 'faster (which was before a continuation of the 
Boatmainh speech) is recommended by Sympson— Ed. 1778.' 


Scene II.] THE SEA-VOYAGE, 
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my clothes ; my sword here, and myself- 
Two crowns in my pocket, two pair of cicls 7 

And thiee false dice : I can swim like a fish rascal- 
Nothing to hinder me. " lascal. 

Boats. In with her of all hands! 

-Ti* high and rocky, 
let’s attempt it ! 

Master. Tlien cheer lustily, my, hearts I {Ma^emt. 




SCENE II, 




The Shore of a Desart Island. 

' 'ic,K Enter Sebastian Wftd Nicosa. 

a ship j I see it now ; a tall shin '* 
She has ^wrought lustily for her deliverance. ^ ' 

nSIsI ^ wretcheddayhasherebeen! 

JSicma. To still and qmet minds that knew no 

misery, mu 

nowSTMy S tLrlTc^er 


good ale *er;ral7J 

broil toast tha^wift^^ « 

drmke ?”_S ^ ^ waistcoat on a cup of good 

* A tall /] That is, old language for a stQut ship. 
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It may seem wretched ; but with us ’tis ordinary : 
Heaven has no storm in store, nor earth no terror. 
That can seem new , to us. 

Seh. ’Tis true, Nicusa : 

If Fortune were determined to be wanton, 

And would wipe out the stories of men’s miseries, 
Yet we two living, we could cross her purpose ; 
Tor ’tis impossible she should cure us,. 

We are so excellent in our afflictions : 

It would be more than glory to jfler blindness. 
And style her power beyond her pride, to quit us, 
Nicusa. Do they live still ? ; 

Seb. Yes, and make to harbour. 

Nicusa. Most miserable men ! I grieve their for- 
tunes- ' 

Seh. How happy had they been, had the sea co- 
ver’d ’em ! 

They leap from one calamity to another ; 

Had^ they been drown’d, they had ended all their 
sorrows. 

IFhat shouts of joy they make ! [Shout mtUn. 

Nicusa, Alas, poor wretches ! _ . 

Had they but once experience of this islandj 
They would turn their tunes to wailings. 

Seh. Nayy,' to curses, ' 

Tiiat ever they set foot on such calamities : 

Here is nothing buf rocks and barrenness. 

Hanger and cold, to eat ; here’s no ymeyards 
To chear tbe heart of mail, crystamvers. 

After his labour, to refresh his body. 

If he be feeble ; notliing to restoi'e him. 

But heavenly hopes : Nature, that made those re- 
, , medies, . , 

Dares pot come here, nor look on our distresses. 
For fear she turn wild, like the place, and barren. 
Nicusa. Oh, uncle, yet a little memory of what 
we were ! 





*Twill be a little comfort in our c^amities s 
When we were seated in our blessed homes. 

How happy in our kindreds, in our families. 

In all our fortunes 

Seb. Curse on those French pirates 
That displanted us [ That flung us from that hap- 
piness 

We found there, constrained us to sea. 

To save our lives, honours, and our riches. 

With all we had, our kinsmen and our jewels. 

In hope to find some place free from such robbers! 
Where a mighty storm severed* our barks, that where 
My wife, my daughter, and my noble Mies 
That went with her, viigins and loving souls. 

To ’scape those puates 

Nicusa. They are living yet; such goodness can- 
not perish. 

Seb. But never tome, cousin, never to me again. 
What bears then.' flag-staves ? 

Niciisa. The arms of France sure. 

do not start ! we cannosl^pe more misera!# ; 
Death is a cordial now, come when it will. 

Seb. They get to shore apace ; they^l fly as fast 
When once they find the place. What’s that which 
swims there ? 

‘Nicusa. A strong young man, sir, with a hand- 
some woman 
Hanging about his neck. 

Seb. That shews some honour : 

May thy brave charity, whate’er thou art. 

Be spokeL^n a place that mayrenoip thee. 

And not die here ! 

Nicusa. The boat, it seems, turn’d oyer. 

So forced [them] to their shifts ; yet aU are landed. 
They arc pirates, on my life. I' 

Seb. They will not rob us; ■ 

VOL. vir. . z ' 
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For none will take our misery for riches. 

Come, cousin, let’s descend, and try their pities i 
If we get off, a little hope walks with us ; , 

If not, we shall but load this wretched island 
With the same shadows still, that must grow shorter. 

[UiVeimA 


SCENE III. 


Anoiher Part of the same, mth Pocks m Back- 
ground. 


Enter Albert, swpporting Aminta, Tibalt, Mo- 
.. RiLLAT, Lamube, Master, Franvilxe, Yargeojj, 
and Sailors. 

Tib. Wet come ashore,® my mates ! we are safe 
arrived yet. 

Master. Thanks to Heaven’s goodness, nojnan 
..'■WAV?,., lost:, . ■ 

The ship rides fair too, and her leaks in good ^kht. 

• Alb .. The weather’s turn’d more courtijip,^ 
How does my dear ? 

Alas, how wefik she is, and wet h ^ • 

Amn. Ilflnf^gl^; ye ’scaped wm life : 

Which certain, noble captain, ‘hext to Heaven’s 
- goodness, 

I must thank you for ; and, which is.more, 

^ Wet come ashore — arrived 

Ma$t Thanks — ] Wet come^ alluding to ‘mehorne^ is exceed* 
ing right and proper here in Tibalt^s mouth, whose droll charac* 
ter is well supported throughout the piay^- — Sampson, 
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Acknowledge your dear tenderness, your firm love, 
To your unworthy mistress ; and recant too 
(Indeed I must) those harsh opinions. 

Those cruel, unidnd thoughts, I heap’d upon you ; 
Further than that, I must forget your injuries. 

So far I ain tied and fetter’d to your service ; 
Believe me, I will learn to love. 

Alb. I thank you, madam ; 

And it shall be my practice to serve. — 

What cheer, companions ? 

Tib. No great cheer, sir ; a piece of soused bis- 
cuit, _ ' ■ ' 

And half an hard egg ; for the sea has taken order. 
Being young and strong, we shall not surfeit, cap- 
tain. 

For mine own part, I’ll dance till I am dry *. 
Come, surgeon, out with your glyster-pipe. 

And strike a galliard.’ 

Alb. What a brave day again'! 

And what fair weather, after so foul a storm ! 
LUm. Ay, an’t pleased thet^hster, he might.ha’ 
: seen ' . ' 

This weather, and ha’ saved our goods. 

Alb. Never think on ’em ! we have our lives and 
healths. 

Lam. I must think on ’em, and think ’twas most 
maliciously 
Done to undo me. 

Fran. And me too ; I lost all ; 

I ha’n’t another shirt to put upon me, 

Nor clothes, but these poor rags f:T,|^^^een 
Fair suits, the,worst was cut upon taffity; 3?., 
Tib. I am glad you ha’ lost ; Give me thy haid ! 


® A gdlmriJl This was a.popdar -dance of a' very sprigbtly 
lescriptioiii See tlie Orcliestradf'Slr :Jol|a Davies* 
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Is thy skin whole ? Art thou not purl’d* with scabs ? 
No antient monuments of madam Venus ? 

Thou hast a suit then will pose the cunning’st tailor » 
That will never turn fashion, nor forsake thee. 

Till thy executors, the worms, uncase thee ; 

They take off glorious suits, Franville ! thou art 
Aiappy 

Thou art deliver’d of ’em ; here are no brokers, 
No alchymists to turn ’em into metal ; 

Nor leather’d captains, 

With ladies to adore ’em ! Wilt thou see 
A dog-fish rise in one of thy brave doublets. 

And tumble like a tub to make thee merry ? 

Or an old haddock rise with thy hatch’d sword" 
Thou paid’st a hundred crowns for ? • 

A mermaid in a mantle of your worship’s ?. 

Or a dolphin in your double ruff? 

Fran. Ye are merry 5 
But if I take it thu^, if I be foisted 

And jeer’d out of my goods 

Lam. Nor I, I vow thee ! • 

Nor master nor mate— I see your cunning. 

Oh, be not angry, gentlemen ! 
'Jf^ 5 ’.j^es,,sk, we have reason : 

An^ sdi^ fpends I can make. 

* meawB a kind of effiog, which wo*^ 

-or 'Silver also a smaJI'" 

purle of needleworkei or a small edging (bone) lace; also a 
freckle^ or the freckledness of a faceJ*^ To the latter meaning 
Tibalt certainly alludes. 

3 Thp hatchM stoord 

. Thou paid^st a hundred croimsfor*'} It has been already ob- 
served, that a hatched sword was one ornamented with gold or 
other valuables. We have here the price of one of a splendid 
description. , 

^ Fohted’l Cheated? 
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Master. What I did, gentlemen. 

Was for the general safety : If ye atm 

At me, I am not so tame 

Tib. Pray taJke my counsel j 
Gallants, fight not till the surgeon be well ! 

He’s damnable sea-sick, and may spoil all j 
Besides, he has lost his fiddlestick, and the best 
Box of boar’s-grease. Why do you make such laces. 
And hand your swords ? , 

Alb. Who would ye %ht with, gentlemen ? 
Who has done ye wrong ? for shame, be better tem- 
per’d I " -s:,'. 

No sooner come to give thanks for our safeties. 
But we must raise new civil broils amongst us. 
Inflame those angry powers, to shower new venge- 
ance on us ? 

What can we expect for these unmanly murmurs, 
These strong temptations of their holy pities. 

But plagues in another kind, a fuller, so dreadful 
That the singing storms are alumbem to it? 

And rule your minds ! if you will needs fight, gen- 
tlemen. 

And think to raise new riches by your valours. 
Have at ye ! I have little else to do now ; 

I have said my prayers. You say you have lost. 
And make your loss your quarrel. 

And grumble at my captain here, and the master. 
Two worthy persons, indeed too worthy for such 
"rascals, 

Thou Galloon gallant, and Mammon you 
That build on golden mountains I thou money* 
maggot ! 

Come, all draw your swords ! Ye say ye are mi- 

Alb. Nay, hold, good Tibaltl 
Tib. Captain, let me correct ’em !: — 
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I’llmake ye teniimes worse!— I will notleave ’em— 
For look ye, fighting’s as nourishing to me as eat- 
ing; 

I was born quarrelling. 

Master. Pray, sir 1 

Tib. I will not leave ’em skins to cover ’em. — 
Do ye grumble when ye are well, ye rogues ? 
Master. Noble Du Pont ! 

Tib. Ye have clothes now, and ye prate. 

Amin. Pray, gentlemen, for my sake, be at peace ! 
Let it become me to make all triends ! ^ 

Fran. You have stopt our angers, lady. 

This shews noble. 

Tib. ’Tis weU ; ’tis very well! There’s half a 
biscuit ; ' 

Break it amongst ye all, and thank my bounty. 
This is clothes and plate too ; come, no more quar- 
relling! 

Enter Sebastian and Nicusa. 

Amin.' But ha ! what things are these ? Are they 
human creatures ? 

Tib. I have heard of sea-calves. ' 

Alb. They are no shadows sure ; they have legs 
and arms. 

Tib. They hang but lightly on though. 

Amin'. ^Hqw they look I , 

Are they ISen’s feces ? 

Tib. Tliey have horse-tails growing to ’em, 
Goodly long manes. 

Amin. Alas, what sunk eyes they have ! 

How they are crept in, as if they had been frighted ! 

* iLet it become, me to mahe all friends.^ In the first fblio this 
line is given to Lamure. Possibly a speech qf his immediately 
following was omitted at the press. 
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Sure they are wretched men. ■ 

Tib. Where are their ward-robes ? 

Look ye, Franville, here are a couple of courtiers I 
Amin. They kneel : Alas, poor souls ! 

Alb. What are ye ? spe^ ! 

Are ye alive ? or wand’ring shadows, 

That find no peace on earth, till ye reveal 
Some hidden secret ? 

Seb. We are men as you are. 

Only our miseries make us seem monsters. ; ' 

If ever pity dwelt in noWe hearts — — 

Alb. We understand ’em too ! Pray mark ’em, 
gentlemen!; 

Seb. Or that Heaven’s pleased with human cha- 
rity; ■ ■ ’ ■' '■ 

If ever ye have heard the name of friendship, 

Or suffer’d in yourselves the least afiiictions ; 

Have gentle fathers that have bred ye tenderly. 
And mothers that have wept for your misfortunes ; 
Have mercy on our miseries ! * 

Alb. Stand up, wretchek.;tf;i 
Speak boldly, and have release ! 

Nicusa. If ye- be Christiaris; 

And by that blessed name bound to relieve us. 
Convey us from this island ! 

Alb. Speak I what are ye ? 

Seb. As you are, gentle born ; to tell ye more. 
Were but to number up our own calamities, 

And turn your eyes wild with perpetual weepings. 
These many years in this most wretched island 
We two have lived, the scorn and game of Fortune : 
Bless yourselves from it, noble geutlemen ! 

The greatest plagues that human nature suffers 
Are seated here, wildness and wants innumerable ! 
Alb. How came ye hither ? 

Nkim. In a ship, as you do^ 
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And (as you might have been, had not Heaven 
preserved ye 

For some more noble use) wreckt desperately j. 
Our men and all consumed, but we two, 

That still live, and spin out 
The thin and ragged threads of our misfortunes.. 
Alb. Is there no meat above ? 

Seb. Nor meat nor quiet : 

No summer here, to promise any thing; 

Nor autumn, to make full the reapers’ hands : 

The earth, obdurate to the tears of Heaven, 

Lets nothing shoot but poison’d weeds ; 

No rivers, nor no pleasant groves, no beasts : 

All that were made for man’s use fly this desart ; 
No airy fowl dares make his flight over it. 

It is so ominous. 

Serpents, and ugly things, the shames of Nature, 
Roots of malignant tastes, foul standing wa|ip„:_ 
Sometimes we find a fulsome sea-root. 

And that’s a delicate ; a rat sometimes, . , 
And that we hunt like princes in their pleasure ; 
And when we take a toad, we inake a banquet. 
Amin. For Heaven’s sake, let’s aboard ! 

AS>. Do ye know no further ? 

N$(ma.Jxes; 

We have sometimes seen the shadow of a place 
Inhabited, and heard the noise of hunters. 

And have attempted to find it; So far as a river, 
Deep, and dahgefous, fenced with high rocks. 

We have gohny buti not able to atchieve that ha- 
zard. 

Return’d to our old miseries. 

If this sad story may deserve your pities - — — 

Alb. Ye shall aboard with us; we will relieve 
your miseries. 

‘Seb. Nor will we be uothanlrful for this benefit; 
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No, gentlemen, we’ll pay for our deliverance : 
Look, ye that plough the seas for wealth and plea- 
sures. 

That out-run day and night with your ambitions. 
Look on those heaps ! they seem hard ragged 


quarries ; 

Remove, and view ’em fully ! 

Master. Oh, Heaven, they are gold and jewels ! 
Seh. Be not too hasty ! Here lies another heap. 
Mot. And here another, ' : 

All perfect gold i . > 

Alh. Stand further off ! " You must not 
Be,yonf " V f 

Lmn: 'WQ have shares, and deep ones. 

will maintain’t : Ho, fellow^ 

sailors i 

Lam. Stand all to your freedoms I ru have all 
this. 

Fran. And I this. 

' Tib, You shall be bang’d first. 

Lam. My losses shall be made good. 
■SiiS:?^M;sSo:';sh^:haihe^ipOT 

All that will share with us, assist us ! 

Captain, let’s set in ! . 

Alb. This money will undo us, undo us all. 

Seb. This gold was the overthrow of my happi- 
■ ■ w ness ; 

I had command too, when I landed here. 

And led young, high, and noble spirits under me : 
This cursed gold enticing ’em, they ^t upon their 
■ captain, . 

On me that own’d this we^th, ^d this poor gen- 

Gave us no few wounds, forced us from our own, ' 
And then their ciwl swords, who should be owners. 



And who lords over all, turn’d against their own 
lives j 

First, in their rage consumed the ship, 

(That poor part of the ship that ’scaped the first 
wreck) 

Next, their lives by heaps ; Oh, be you wise and 
careful ! 

Lam. We’ll ha’ more : Sirrah, come shew it ! 
Fran. Or ten times worse afflictions than thou 
speak’ st of 

Alb. Nay, an ye wiU be dogs 

\_Draws and beats ’em. 
Tib. Let me come, captain ! 

This golden age must have an iron ending. 

Have at the bunch ! [_He beats ’em off and exit. 

Amint. Oh, Albert ! oh, gentlemen ! oh, friends 1 
-■■•“'K- ' [Exit. 

Seb. Come, noble nephew ! if we stay here we 
die : 

Here rides their ship yet ; all are gone to the spoil ; 
Let’s make a quick use ! 

Nicusa. Away, dear uncle ! 

Seb. This gold was our overthrow. 

Nicusa. It may now be our happiness. \_Exeunt. 

Enter Tibalt pursuing and beating the rest. 

shaffl have gold ! yes, I will cram' it 

’'“'N in tJy'g’j ''V' ; 

You shall be ybttr bwn carvers ? yes. I’ll carve ye. 
Mor. I am sore : I pray hear reason ! 

Tib. I’ll hear none : 

Covetous base minds have no reason.- 
I am hurt myself i but, whilst I have a leg left, 

I will so haunt your gilded souls — How do ye, cap- 
tain? 
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You bleed apace ; curse on the causers on’t ! 

You do not faint ? 

No, no ; I am not so happy. 

Tii. Do ye howl ? nay, ye deserve it : 

Base greedy rogues ! Come, shall we make an end 
* of ’em ? 

Jlk They are our countrymen ; for Heaven’s 
sake, spare ’em ! 

Alas, they are hurt enough, and they relent now. 
Amin. \_Above.~\ Oh, captain, captain ! 

Alb. Whose voice is that ? 

Tib. The lady’s. 

Amin. Look, captain, look i you are undone : 
poor captain ! 

We are' all undone, all, all ! we arc all miserable ! 
Mad wilful men, ye are undone : Your ship, your 
ship ! 

.4/^. What of her? 

Amin. She is under sail, and floating ; 

She, whefe she flies to your shames, y^ 

wretches, ;; 

These poor starved things that shew’d ypii gold ! 
[Lamuee a7id Franviele go up to Me the ship. 
1 Saibr. They have cut the cables. 

And got her out ; the tide too has befriended ’em. 
Master. Where are the sailors that kept her ? 
Boats. Here, here inthemutiny,to take up money. 
And left no creature *, left the boat ashore too : 
This gold, this damn’d enticing gold ! 

' ' 2 bailor. How the wind drives her. 

As if it vied to force her from bur furies l ' 

Lam. Come back, good old men ! - ^ ' \ . 

Fran. Good honest men, come back ! ; 

Tib. The wind’s against ye ; speak louder ! 
Lam. Ye shall have all your gold again. Thev 
.see us. 
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nk Hold up your hands^ and kneel, and liowl 
ye blockheads ! * 

They’ll have compassion on ye ? 

Yes, yes, ’tis yery likely ; ye have deserved it. 

Do ye look like dogs now ? Are your mighty cou- 
rages A 

Abated? 

Alb. 1 bleed apace, Tibalt. 

Tib. Retire, sir ; 

And make the best use of our miseries ! 

They but begin now. 

Enter xIminta. 

xliraiw. Are ye alive still ? 

A&. Yes,. sweet. •' - ' 

Tib. Help him off, lady. 

And wrap him warm in your arms ; here is some- 
thing 

That s comfortable j off with him handsomely 1 ' 
I’ll come to ye straight,but vex these rascals a little. 

_ [Txeimt ALmm: and Amista. 
^an.Oh, lam hungry,and hurt, and I amweary. 
Ttb. Here is a pestle of a portigue, sir 
’Tis excellent meat with sour sauce : 

^d here’s two chains ; suppose ’em sausages ! 

1 hen there wants mustard ; but the fearful surgeon 
Will supply ye :prerendy.’. , , 

« Hereisa^esiie of a portigue, sir.J A portigue, or portame, 
was a Portugueze com worth four pounds ten shillings. Cot- 
gi-ave ex^ams jiflfw^e de ponrcem, « A pestle of porke, or gam- 
mon.' This is evidently to what Tibalt alludes, but why hi an- 
pli^ the word to the golden coin called a portique, wlich he 
takes up from the heap, I am unable to explL, 

’ But fearful surgeon 'will supplg presently. 
nam,. Oh, for that surgeon, ! shall die else.} Fearful, in the 
present passage, is an epithet, which carries neither sense ncfi- 
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ZfflTO. Oh, for that surgeon ! I shall die else. 

Ttb. Faith, there he lies in the same pickle" tnn 
Sur My salves and all my instruments are lost * 
And I am hurt and starved : Good sir, seek for * 
Some herbs ! 

Tib. Here’s herb-graceless ; wnll that serve ? 
ijrentlemen, will ye go to supper ? 

All. Where is the meat ? 

Tib. Where is the meat? What a veal-voice is 

’Would we had it, sir, or any thing else I 
Tib. I would now cut your throat, you dog but 

I wo’ not do you such a courtesy, 

tak0 you from the benefit of starving* 

Oh, what a comfort will your worship have 
Some three days hence ! Ye things beneath nitv * 
Famine® shall be your harbinger : ^ ' 

^umustnotlook for down-beds here,norhangino's- 
Ihough I could wish ye strong ones ; ^ 

Yet there be many light^me cool star-chambers ® 
Open to every sweet air,. I’ll assure ye, ,:v * 

liumoup If we would make Tibalt congruous with himself me- 
Junks It should be done by reading in both lines thus ; ’ 

But th' careful surgeon, S^c. 

To which Lamure should answer. 

Oh, for that careful surgeon, I shaU die ehe.—SympsoTi. 

l^ere is much more humour in the present reading, thougi, 
of a very dehcate nature. The mus^ thatYlwl aBudl to fe 
frequently supposed to be produced by Sympsoh is soL 

tunes too innocent for his authors.^Mifj!e».. 

folio necessary word was restored in the second 

9 manyligktsomeoolmr-Aiamh&rs.'] Perhaps a disHnf 

allusion to the tyrannical Star-chamber, the terror of all ofanovf 

Qus to toe court in tlie reigns of James L and Cliarles I, 
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Ready provided for ye, and so I’ll leave ye : 

Your first course is served ; expect the second ! 

[^Exit 

J^ran. A vengeance on these jewels ! 

Lam. Oh, this cursed gold ! T Exeunt. 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


Another Part of the same. 


Enter Albert and Aminta. 

AIK Alas, dear soul, you faint ! 

Amin. You speak the language 
Which I should use to you. Heaven knows mv 
weakness ' " 

Is not for what I suffer in myself, 

But to imagine what you. endure. 

And to what ffifh your ^cruel stars reserve you. 

Alb, Do not add'.'td my afflictions by 
Your tendei' pities ! Sure we have changed sexes : 
You bear calamity with a fortitude 
Would become a man ; I like a weak girl sufifer. 

Amin. Oh, but your wounds. 

How fearfully they gape ! and every one 
1 o me is a sepulchre. If I loved truly, 

men affirm, that true love can dp wonders) 

12 
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These bathed in my warm tears wouldsoonbecured, 
And leave no orifice behind. Pray give me leave 
To play the surgeon, and bind ’em up ! 

The raw air rankles ’em. 

Alb. Sweet, we want means. 

Amin. Love can supply all wants. 

Alb. What have ye done, sweet ? — 

Qh, sacrilege to beauty ! there’s no hair 
Of these pure locks,’ by which the greatest king 
Would not be gladly bound, and love his fetters. 

Amin. Oh, Albert, I offer 
This sacrifice of service b) the altar 
Of your staid temperance, and still adore it : 

When with a violent hand you made me yours, 

I cursed the doer ; but, now I consider 
How long I was in your pow^er, and with what ho- 
nour 

You entertain’d me, (it being seldom seen. 

That youth and heat of blood could e’er prescribe 
Laws to itself) your goodness is the Lethe 
In which I drown , your Injuries, and now live 
Truly to serve ye. How do you, sir Receive you 
The least ease from my seiydcc ? If you do, 

I’m largely reconipenced. 

Alb. You good angels 
That arc engaged, when man’s ability fails, 

To reward goodness, look upon this lady ! 

Though hunger gripes my croaking entrails, 

Y^et, when I kiss these rubies, methinks 

’ Oh, sdcnlege io ieirnty! ’iThis iff $eeifaingly from Tasso, 
book 19, stanza 112, where Enainia , binds up Taacred’s wounds 
with her hair : 

“ For with her amber locks cut off, each wound 

She tied: Oh, happy man, so cured, so bound.*’ — Sympson. 

The thought is not cmifiDed to Fletcher and Tasso, but occurs 
in many poets of the Italism sbhpol. , , . 
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I’m at a banquet, a refreshing banquet. 

Speak, my bless’d one j art not hungry ? 

Amin. Indeed I could eat, to bear you company* 
Alb, Blush, unkind Nature, 

If thou hast power or being ! To hear 
Thyself, and by such innocence, accused. 

Must print a thousand kinds of shames upon 
Thy various face ; Canst thou supply a drunkard. 
And with a prodigal hand reach choice of wines. 
Till he cast up thy blessings j or a glutton. 

That robs the elements to sooth his palate. 

And only eats to beget appetite. 

Not to be satisfied ; and suffer here 
A virgin, which the saints v/ould make their guest. 
To pine for hunger? {Homs tsoithin.] Hari if my 
sense 

Deceive me not, these notes take being from 
The breath of men. Confirm me, my Aminta ! 
Again ! This way the gentle wind conveys it to us. 
Hear you nothing ? 

Amin. Yes ; it seems free hunters’ music. 

{Horns 

Alb. Still ’tis louder j and I remember the Por- 
tugals 

Inform’d us, they had often heard such sounds. 
But ne’ercould touch the shore fromwhenceit came. 
Follow Aminta ! My good genius. 

Shew j'Btill, stiu we are directed; 

When we gaih%e top of this near rising hill. 

We shall know further. 

{Exit, and enter above on the hill. 
Alb. Courteous Zephyrus, 

On his dewy wings, carries perfumes to cheer us ; 
^e air clears too ; 

And now we may discern another island, 

And questionless, the seat of fortunate men : 

Ob, that we could arrive there ! 

9 
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Amin. No, Albert ; . 

It is not to be hoped : This envious torrent 
Is cruelly interposed ; we have no vessel 
That may transport us, nor hath Nature given 
Us wings to fly. 

Alb. Better try all hazards. 

Than perish here remediless ; I feel 
New vigour in me, and a spirit that dares 
More than a man to serve my fair Aminta : 

These arms shall be my oars, with which Til swim, 
And my zeal to save thy innocent self, like wings. 
Shall bear me up above the brackish waves. 

Amin. Will ye then leave me ? ’Till now I ne’er 
was wretched.* 

Alb. My best Aminta, I swear by goodness, 

’Tis nor hope, nor fear, of myself, tliat invites me 
To this extreme j ’tis to supply thy wants : 

And, believe me. 

Though pleasure met me in most ravishing forms, 
And happiness courted me to entertain her, 

I :M>uid:^ not e6d;flQti^ee|ptfl|TaethrnM^ 

And crown’d thee with my jfbrtunes. , : 

Amin. Oh, but your absence 

Alb.: Suppose it but a dream, and, as you may. 
Endeavour to take rest ! And when that sleep 
Deceives your hunger with imagined food. 

Think you have sent me for discovery 

Of some most fortunate continent, yet unknown, 

.* * AniiBta. Willie iJien leave mef 

Alh Till mm i wb , This Is the most' mete- 

rial corraptioa in the sexise that t"hme met/with m this play. 
The pretty softness and tender fears of Aminh are given to Ai* 

hrt I ready ■ ‘'’'''/r- ■ ' '■ 

Aminta* WiU km me iken f till nm I m^er was wretched. 
Alb« i1% best AmintarJ-smar b^goadmsSf • 

N'ot hope, ; 
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Which you are to be queen of! — 

And now, ye powers that e’er heard lovers’ prayers, 
Or cherish’d pure aflFection, look on him 
That is your votary ; and make it known, 

Against all stops, you can defend your own ! 

; • ’ : : ; {Eo^eunt, 


SCENE IL 


The Island qf the Amazons. The Sea-Shore. 

Enter Hippolita, Crocale, and Juletta, arrmd 
' "with bows and quivers. ' 

Hip. How did we lose Clarinda ? 

Croc. When we believed the stag was spent. 
And would take soil, the sight of the Black Lake, 
Which we supposed he chose for his last refuge. 
Frighted him more than we that did pursue him. 
Jul. That’s usual ; for death itself is not so ter- 
rible 

To any beast of chase. 

Hip. Since we lived here, ^ i 
We ne’er coWd force one to it. ‘ * 

Croc. ’Tis so dreadful j - . . 

Birds that with their pinions cleave the air 
Dare not fly o’er it. Wlien the stag turn’d head, 
And we even tired with labour, 

Clarinda, as if she were . made of air 
And fire, and hM no part of earth in her, 

Eagerly pursued him ; I 

Nor need we fear her safety j this place yields 
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Not fawns nor satyrs, or more lustful men j 
Here we live secure. 

And have among ourselves a commonwealth. 
Which in ourselves begun, with us must end. 

Jul. Ay, there’s the misery ! 

Groc. But being alone. 

Allow me freedom but to speak my thoughts ! 
The strictness of our governess, that forbids us, 
On pain of death, the sight and use of men. 

Is more than tyranny : For herself, she’s past 
Those youthful heats, and feels not the want 
Of that which young maids long for: And her 
-'’dfolghtdr " ■ \ 

The fair Clarinda, though in few years improved 
In height and large proportion, came here so young. 
That, scarce remembering that she had a father. 
She never dreams of man ; and should she see one. 
In my opinion, a’ would appear 
A strange beast to her. 

4 IJiil . Tis not.sp withlus^/;^^ ■ 

Hip. For my part, I confess it, I was not made for 
This single life ; nor do I love hunting so, - 
But that I had rather be the chace myself. 

Ooc. By Venus (out upon me ! I should have 
sworn 

By Diana,) I am of thy mind too, wench : 

And though I have ta’en an oath, not alone 
To detest, but never to think of man. 

Every hour something tells me I am forsworn 5 
For, I confess, imagination helps me , . . y,. 

Sometimes, and that’s all’s left fof us to feed bn j 
We might Starve else j for if I have any pleasui’e 
In this life, but when I sleep, I am a ^^gan. 
Then, from the courtier to the country clown, 
IhavestrangevisionSi-T— 

Visions, Crocaife ? , . ■ 

Croc. Yes, and fine visions too ; 
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And visions I hope in dreams are harmless, 

And not forbid by our canons. The last night 
(’Troth, ’tis a foolish one, but I must tell it) 

As I lay in my cabin, betwixt sleeping and wak- 
ing— 

Hip. Upon your back ? 

Croc. How should a young maid lie, fool. 

When she would be intranced ? 

Hip. We are instructed j 
Forward, I pr’ythee. 

Croc. Methought a sweet young man. 

In years some twenty, with a downy chin. 
Promising a future beard, and yet no red one, ^ 
Stole slily to my cabin all unbraced. 

Took me in his arms, and kiss’d me twenty times ; 
Yet still I slept. 

Jul. 'Ey ! thy lips run over, Crocale. 

But to the rest ! 

Croc. Lord; what a man is this. 

Thought I, to do this to a maid ! Yet then 
For my life I could not wake. The youth, 

A little daunted, with a trembling hand : 

Heaved up the clothes. 

Hip. Yet still you slept? i 

Croc. I’faith, I did. 

And when, methoughts, he was warm 1^ my side, 
ThinMng to catch him, I strefe^’-d,^t both mine 

And whea not;, 1 |feleked outj 

And waked for anger. 

3 And yet no red one*2 P^Sfers used frequently in the times 
of our authors to pourtray Jtidas with a red beard. In many of 
our old plays, a Judas beard, or a Judas-coloured beard, is men- 
tioned ; and to this circumstance, joined to Judases being a de- 
ceiver, our author seems here to allude* See Leland^s Collecta- 
nea^ voL V. p. 295, where it is said, painters constantly represented 
Judas the traitor with a red beard.— Reed* 

1 


Scene II.] THE SEA-VOYAGE. 


Mip. ’Tv^as a pretty dream ^ 

Croc. Ay, if it had been a true one. 

Albert is cast upon the shore bij a ’icave. 

Jtd.Bijdsts^ 

What’s here cast on the shore ? 

Hip. It is a man: 

Shall I shoot him ? 

Croc. No, no, ’tis a handsome beast j 
’Would we had more o’ the breed ! Stand close, 
\ wenchesi'^:/ 

And let’s hear if he can speak ! 

■ .J&rHbvI yet'live ? ■ ■ ■ '' . /*■ 1 i: 

Sure it is air I breathe ! What place is this ? 

Sure something more than human keeps residence 
here. 

For I have past the Stygian gulph, 

And touch upon the blessed shore : ’Tis so ; 

This is the Elysian shade ; these, happy spirits 
That here enjoy all pleasures ! 

Hip. He makes towards us. „ 

Jut Stand, or I’ll shoot ! - 

Croc. Hold ! he makes no resistance. 

Alb. Be not offended, goddesses, that I fall 
Thus prostrate at your feet I or, if not such, 

But nymphs of Dian’s train, that range these groves. 
Which you forbid to men ; vouchsafe to know 
I am a man, a wicked sinM man : 

And yet not sold 

So far to impudence, as to presume . . : . 

To press upon your privacies, orpirdVoke, V 
Your heavenly angers ! *tis not &r myself ' 

I beg thus poorly ; for I’m already wounded, 
Wounded to death, and faint ; my last breath is for 
A virgin, comes as near yourselves in all 
Perfection, as what is mortal may 
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Resemble things divine. Oh, pity her, 

And let your charity free her from that desart, 
if heavenly charity can reach to hell ; 

For sure that place comes near it ! and where’er 
My ghost shall find abode, eternally 
I shall pour blessings on ye ! [//e }hlls into a trance,. 

Hip. By my life, 

I cannot hurt him ! 

Croc. Though I lose my head for’t. 

Nor I : I must pity him, and will. 

Enter Claeinda. 

Jul But stay I 

Clarinda ! „ 

Chr. What new game have you found here 1 Ha i 
What beast is this lies wallowing in his gore ? 
Croc. Keep off '! . 

Clar. Wherefore, I pray ? I never turn’d 
From a felHioness robb’d of her whelps ; 

And shall I fear dead carrion ? 

Jul. Oh, but 

C&r. But, what is’t ? 

Hip. It is infectious. 

Clar. Has it not a name ? 

Croc. Yes ; 

But such a name, from which, as from the devil. 
Yoiir mother commands us fly. 

Cfer.s Fs it 'itiman?. , 

Croc. 'If is. K 

Clar. What a brave shape it has in death I 
How excellent would it appear, had it life ! 

Why should it be infectious ? I have heard 
My mother say, I had a father ; 

And was not he a matt ? 

Croc. Questionless, madam. 

Clar. Your fathers too were men ? 


2 
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Jul. Without doubt, lady. 

Clar. And without such it is impossible 
We could have been ? 

Hip. A sin against nature to deny it. §1^ 
Clar. Nor can you or I have any hope to be a 
mother, 

Without the help of men ? 

Croc. Impossible ! 

Clar. Which of you then, most barbarous, that 
knew 

Y^ou from a man had being, and owe to it 
The name of parent, durst presume to kill 
The likeness of that thing by which you are ? 
Whose arrows made these wounds ? speak, or, by 
Dian, 

Without distinction I’ll let fly at ye all ! 

Jul. Not mine. 

Hip. Nor mine. 

Croc. ’Tis strange to see her moved thus. 
Restrain your fury, madam ! had we kill’d him. 
We had but perform’d your mother’s command. 

Chr. But if she command unjust and cruel things. 
We are not to obey it. ^ - 

Croc. We are innocent ; 

Some storm did cast him shipwreck’d on the shore. 
As you see wounded : Nor durst we be surgeons 
To such your mother doth appoint for death. 

Clan Weak excuse ! where’s pity ? 

Where’s soft compassion ? Cruel and ungrateful. 

Did Providence ofier to your charity 

But one poor subject to express it on,* . 

And in’t to shew our wants too } and could you v 
So carelessly neglect it ? = ; : 

Hip. For aught I know, , - 

He’s living yet j and you may tempt your mother 
By giving him succours 
Clar. Ha! come near, I charge ye. 
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So ! bend his body softly ; rub his temples ; 

Nay, that shall be my office : How the red steals 
Into his pale lips ! Run and fetch the simples 
With which my mother heal’d my arm, when last . 
I was wounded by the boar. 

Croc. Do ; but remember 
Her to come after you, that she may behold 
Her daughter’s charity ! [Usit Hippolita. 

Clar. Now he breathes ! 

The air passing through the Arabian groves 
Yields not so sweet an odour : Pr’ythee taste it. 
Taste it, good Crocale ! yet I envy thee 
So great a blessing. ’Tis not sin to touch 
These rubies, is it ? 

Jul. Not, I think. . 

Clar. Or thus to live, camelion-like ? I could 
Resign my essence to live ever thus. 

Enter Hippolita. 

® 

Oh, welcome ! Raise him up gently. Some soft 
hand 

Bound up these wounds ; A woman’s hair ? What 
fury, ^ if 

For which my ignorance does not knoht a name. 

Is crept into my bosom ? But I forget ■’ 

My pious work. Now if this juice hath power, 
Let it appear ! His ey^Hds op^'l Prodigious ! 
TwosuM;bre& ft0na- these-iOi^. ^ 

Alb. Ha S wlierO am I ? what new vision’s this? 
To what goddess do I owe this second life ? 

Sure thou art more than mortal ! 

And any sacrifice of thanks or duty 
In poor and wretched man to pay, comes short 
Of your immortal bounty : But to shew 
I am not unthankful, thus in humility 
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I kiss the happy ground you have made sacred. 

By bearing of your weight. 

Clttr. No goddess, friend, 

But made of that same brittle mould as you are ; 
One, too, acquainted with calamities. 

And from that apt to pity. Charity ever 
Finds in the act reward, and needs no trumpet 
In the receiver. Oh, forbear this duty ! 

I have a hand to meet wdth yours, and lips 
To bid yours welcome. 

Croc. I see that, by instinct, 

Though a young maid hath never seen a man. 
Touches have titillations, and inform her. 

Ewfer Rosellia. 

But here’s our governess : Now I expect a storm. 
Ros. Child of my flesh, and not of my fair un- 
spotted mind. 

Unhand this monster ! S. 

Clar. Monster, mother ? 

: Ros.- * ; 

And every word he speaks^ a syren’s note, 

To drown the careless hearer. Have I not taught 
thee 

The falsehood and the perjuries of men, 

On whom, but for a woman to shew pity. 

Is to be cruel to herself? The sovereignty 
Proud and imperious men usurp upon us. 

We confer on ourselves, and love those fetters 
We fasten to our freedoms. Have* we, Clarinda, 
Since thy father’s wreck, sought liberty, , ' 

To lose it uncompell’d ? Did Fortune guide. 

Or rather Destiny, our bark (to which 
We could appoint no port) to this blest place. 
Inhabited heretofore by warlike women, 
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That kept men in subjection ? did we then 

By their example, after we had lost 

All we could love in man, here plant ourselves. 

With execrable oaths never to look 

On man, but as a monster ? and wilt thou 

Be the lirst precedent to infringe those vows 

We made to Heaven ? 

Clar. Hear me, and hear me with justice ! 

And as you are delighted in the name 
Of mother, hear a daughter that would be like you ! 
Should all women use this obstinate abstinence 
You would force upon us, in a few years 
The whole world would be peopled only with beasts. 
Hip‘ We must and will have men. 

Croc. Ay, or we’ll shake olF all obedience. 

Kos. Are ye mad ? can no persuasion alter ye ? 
Suppose you had my suifrage to your suit. 

Can this shipwreck’d wretch supply ye all ? 

Alb. Hear me, great lady ! 

I have fellows in my misery : Not far hence. 
Divided only by this hellish river. 

There live a company of wretched men. 

Such as your charity may make your slaves : 
Imagine all the miseries mankind 
May suffer under, and they groan beneath ’em^ 
Chr. But are they like to you ? 

Jul. Speak they your language ? 

Croc. Are they able, lusty men £ 

Alb. They were, '^ood la.dies, 'j ", ■ 

And in their. May of, youth, of gentle blood. 

And such as mhy deserve ye : Now cold and hunger 
Have lessen’d their perfection ; but, restored 
To what they were, I doubt not they’ll appear 
Worthy your favours. 

JiiL This is a blessing 
We durst not hope for. 

Chr, Dear mother, be not obdurate ! 
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Itos. Hear then my resolation, and labour not 
To add to what I’ll grant ! for ’twill be fruitless. 
You shall appear as good angels to these wretched 
men j 

In a small boat we will pass over to ’em. 

And bring ’em comfort : If you like their persons. 
And they approve of yours, for we’ll force no- 
thing — 

And since we want ceremonies, 

Each one shallchuse a husband, and enjoy 
His company a month ; but that expired, 

Yfou shall no more come near ’em : If you prove 
fruitful. 

The males ye shall return to them, the females 
We will reserve ourselves. This is the utmost 
Y’e shall ever obtain. — As ye think fit, 

Ye may dismiss this stranger, and prepare 
To-morrow for the journey. 

Clar. Come, sir, will you walk ? 

We’ll shew you our pleasant bowers, and some- 
thing you 

Shall find to cheer your heart. 

AIK Excellent lady, 

Tliough ’twill appear a wonder one near starved 
Should refuse rest and meat, I must not take 
Your noble offer : 1 left in yonder desart 
A virgin almost pined. 

Clar. She’s not your wife ? 

Alb. No, lady, but my sister. — ’Tis now’ danger- 
, /V ous \_Aside. 

To Speak truth.— To her I deeply vow’d 
Not to taste food, or rest, if Fortune brought ft me, 
Till I bless’d her with my return : Now if • 

Yfou please to afford me an e»y passage to her. 
And some meat for her recovery, 

I shall live your slave, and thankfully she shall 
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Ever acknowledge her life at your service. 

Clar. Toil plead so well I can deny you nothing : 
I myself will see you furnished, 

And with the next sun visit and relieve thee. 

Alb. You are all goodness ! [JEzeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


The Desari Island. 


Enter severally, Lamube, Franville, and Mo- 

RILLAT. 


Lam. Oh ! what a tempest have I in my stomach ! 
How my empty guts cry out ! my wounds ache 5 
’Would they would bleed again, that I might get 
Something to quench my thirst ! 

Fran. Oh, Eamure, the happiness my dogs had 
When I kept hoBse;a|: :i®ihe ! they had a store- 
house, fT- 

A storehouse of mcBt blessed bones and crusts. 
Happy crusts ! Oh, how sharp hunger pinches me ! 

' [_Ent. 

Mor. Oh, my importunate belly 1 1 have nothing 
To satisfy thee : I have sought as far 
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As my weak legs would carry me. 

Yet can find nothing, neither meat nor watei’, 

Nor any thing that’s nourishing. My belly 
Is grown together like an empty satchel. 

Re-enter Franville tiitk a ha^idful of mud. 

Lam. How now ? what news ? 

Mo7\ Hast any meat yet ? 

Fran. Not a bit that I can see ; 

Here be goodly quarries, but they be cruel hard 
To gnaw. I ha’ got some mud, (we’ll eat it with 
spoons) 

Very good thick mud ; but it stinks damnably : 
There’s old rotten trunks of trees too, but not a 
leaf 

Nor blossom in all the island. 

Lam. How it looks 1 
Mor. It stinks too. 

Lam. It may be poison. 

Frm. Let it be any thing, 

So I can get it down ! Why, man. 

Poison’s a princely dish ! 

Mor. Hast thou no biscuit ? 

No crumbs left in thy pocket ? here’s my doublet. 
Give me but three small crumbs. 

Fran. Not for three kingdoms, 

If I were master of ’em. Oh, Lamure, 

But one poor joint of mutton we ha’ scorn’d, man ! 
Lam. Thou speak’st of Paradise. , . 

Fran. Or but the snuffs of those healths we have 
lewdly ■ 

At midnight flang away 1 
Mor. Ah, but to lick the glares ! 
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Enter Surgeon. 

Fran. Here comes the surgeon : What hast thou 
discover’d ? 

Smile, smile, and comfort us, 

Sur. I am expiring j 

Smile they that can ! I can find nothing, gentlemen j 
Here’s nothing can be meat, without a miracle, 
Oh, that I had my boxes and ray lints now. 

My stupes, ray tents, and those sweet helps of na- 
ture. 

What dainty dishes could I make of ’em ! 

Mor. Hast ne’er an old suppository ? 

Sur. Oh, would I had, sir ! 

Lam, Or but the paper where such a cordial. 
Potion, or pills hath been entomb’d ? 

Fran. Or the blest bladder where a cooling-glis- 
ter — 

Mor. Hast thou no sear-cloths left ? nor any old 
poultice ? 

Fran. We carenot towhatit hatli been minister’d. 
Sur. Sure I have none of these dainties, gentle- 
men. 

Fran. Where’s the great wen thou cutt’st frorn 
Hugh the sailor’s shoulder ? 

That would serve now for a most princely banquet. 

Sjtr. Aji if we,ht|jdi^ gentl'eI|fon.:■^:^ 50 ;^f 
I flung it ovferbdaird^^ye that J was ! , 

Lam. A most unjiSpiiident villain ! 

Sur. If I had any thing that were but supple now ! 
I could make sallads of your shoes, gentlemen. 
And rare ones ! any thing unctuous. 

Mor. Ay, and then we might fry the soals i’ th’ 

The soals would mnke a second dish. 
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Lam. Or souse ’em in the salt-water j 
An inner soal well soused ' 

Enter Aminta. 

Fran. Here comes the woman ; 

It may be she has meat, and may relieve us ; 

Let us withdraw, and mark, and then be ready I 
She’ll hide her store else, and so cozen us. 

[Tket/ go apart 

Amin. How weary and how hungry am I, 

How feeble and how faint is all my body ! 

Mine eyes, like spent lamps glowing out,'* grow 
heavy, .y'" ^ 

My sight fbrsaidng me ; and all my spirits, 

As if they heard my passing-bell go for me. 

Pull in their powers, and give me up to destiny. 
Oh, for a little water ! a little, little meat, 

A little to relieve me, ere I perish ! 

I had whole, floods of tears awhile that nourish’d me. 
But they are ail consumed for thee, dear Albert j 
For thee they are spent, for thou art dead ; 
Merciless Fate hath swallow’d thee ! — Oh ! I 
Grow heavy ; sleep is a salve for misery : 

Heaven look on me, and either take my life. 

Or make me once more happy ! ^SJie falls asleep. 

Lam. She’s fast asleep already. 

Why should she have this blessing, and we wake 
still, 

Wake to our wants? ' 

Mar. This thing hath been our overthrow, v 

♦ Like spent lamps glowing oaf.] Perhaps going out ; for though 
glotdng out may properly express the Maze which the candle of^ 
ten exerts before it Is extinguished, yet this is not a circumstance 
proper to the context. The light of Aminta’s eyes was fading 
gradually. But as the former is poeflcal, I would not propose a 
change of the text. — Smard. 
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And all these biting mischiefs that fall on us 
Are come through her means. 

Fran. True ; we were bound, ye all know, 

For happy places, and most fertile islands, 

Where we had constant promises of all things : 

She turn’d the captain’s mind, and must have him 

go 

In search, I know not of who, nor to what end j 
Of such a fool her brother, and such a coxcomb 
Her kinsman, and we must put in every where ; 
She has put us in now, i’faith ! 

Lam, Why should we 

. Consume thus,andstarve,have nothingto relieve us, 
And she live there, that bred all our miseries. 
Unroasted or unsod ? . 4 , 

\ '-Afor, T:hstye Yead duvstpries— 

Lam. Of such restoring meats we have examples, 
Thousand examples, and allow’d for excellent ; 
Women that have eat their children, men 
Their slaves, nay their brothers : but these are no- 
thing; 

Husbands devour’d their wives (they are their chat- 
tels ;) 

And of a schoolmaster that in a time of famine 
Powder’d up all his scholars.® 

Mor. She’s young and tidy ; 

In my conscience, she’ll eat delicately. 

Just 13|e young pork, a Uttle lean. Your opinion, 
dvi’^''Phrgeon? 

Sur. I think she may be made good meat ; but 
look, 

:-:*fe;shalkwant salt. ^ : 

Fran. Tush, she needs no powdering. 
A^g^^ant;ybh A ■ ^ 

But to suck out the humorous parts, by all means, 
s Powdered up his scholars.1 That is, sjdted or pickled diem. 
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Let’s kill her in a chafe ; she’ll eat the sweeter. 

Lam. Let’s kill her any way, and kill her quickly : 
That we might be at our meat i 

Sur. How if the captain 

Mo7\ Talk not of him, he’s dead, and the rest 
famish’d. 

Wake her, sm-geon, and cut her throat ; 

And tlien divide her, every man his share i 
Fran. She wakes herself 
Amm. Holy and good things keep me ! 

What cruel dreams have I had { Who are these ? 
Oh, they are my friends ! — ^For Heaven’s sake, gen- 
tlemen. 

Give me some food to save my life, if ■ 

Have aught to spare ! a little to relieve me, 

I may bless ye ! Ifcr, weak and wretched, ready to 
perish, 

Even now I die. 

Mor. You’ll save a labour then : 

You bred these miseries, and you shall pay for’t. 
We have no meat, nor where to have we know not, 
Nor how to pull ourselves from these afflictions ; 
We are starved too, frraish’d, all our hopes deluded; 
Yet, ere we die thus, we’ll have one dainty meal. 
Ainin. Shall I be with ye, gentlemen ? 

Lam. Yes, marry shall ye ; in our bellies, lady ! 

We love you well 

Amin. What said you, sir ? 

Lam. Marry, well eat your ladyship. 

Frash You that have buried us in this base island ; 
We’ll bury you in a more noble aaomnoent. 

Sur. Will you say your prayers, ftat I may per- 
form, lady ? : 

We are wond’rous sharp-seh—Come, gentlemen ; 
Who are for the hinder parts ? 

Mor. L 
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Fran.- L 

Lam. And I. : • 

Swr. Be^patient !> 

They will not fall to every naan’s share. 

Amin. Oh, hear me, 

Hear me, ye barbarous men ! 

Mom. Be short and pithy ; 

Our stomachs cannot stay a long discourse. 

Sur. And be not fearful ; for I’ll kill you daintily. 
Amin. Are ye not Christians ? 

Lam. Why, do not Christians eat,® woman ? 

Enter Tibalt, Master, and Sailors. 

Amin. Eat one another ? ’tis most impious. 

Sur. Come, come ! ® 

Amin, Oh, help, help, help !• 

Tib. The lady’s voice ! — 

Stand off, slaves ! what do you intend, villains ? 

I have strength enough left me, if you abuse 
This soul, to — 

Master. They would have ravish’d her, upon my 

■ . , . ^ 

speak ! how was it, lady ? , 

Amin. Forgive ’em !' ’twas their hungers. 

Tib. Ha ! their hunger ? 

Master. They would have eaten her. 

Tib.. Oh, darnhed viilmns !— . . 

Speak jds 1 , ■ 

Awn I confess an a|)p%tite. . 

Tib, An appetite ? I’U fit ye for an appetite \ 
Are ye so sharp-set, that her flesh must serve you? 
Murder’s a main good service with your worships. 
Since ye would be such devils, why did you not 


* PonH Christians eat women f] Amended in 17S0- 
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Begin with one another handsomely. 

And spare the woman to beget more food on ? 
Amin. Good sir — — 

TiB. You shall grow mummy, rascals j 
I’ll make ye fall to your brawns, and your buttocks, 
And worry one another like keen bandogs. 

Amin. Good sir, be merciful! 

Tib. You shall know what it is to be damn’d 
cannibals. 

Enter ALBw% mjlk Jbod. \ 

Amin. Oh, my best friend ! 

Alb4 Alas, poor heart 1 Here, 

Here is some meat and sovereign drink to case you. 
Sit down, gentle sweet ! 

Amin. I am bless’d to see you. 

Tib. Stir not within forty foot of this food ! 

If you do, dogs 

All. Oh, captain, captain, captain 1 
Alb. Ye shall have meat, all of you. 

Tib. Captain, hear me first : Hark ! 'tis so inhu- 
man, 

I would not ha’ the air corrupted with it. [ Whisper's. 
Alb. Oh, barbarous men ! Sit down, Du Pont! 
good master. 

And honest sailors ! 

Tib. But stand you off, and wait 
Upon our charity ; (I’ll wait on you else !) 

And touch nothing but what is flung to ye^ 

As if you were dogs ; if you do, / , r - 

I’ll cut your fingers, friends ; I’ll sp^ your caiyifig ! 
Amin. There, wretches, tkerey!; ' . 

Tib. Eat your meat handsomely now, 

And give Heaven thanks ! 

Alb. There is more bread. , 

Tib. See, ' ' ' ' 
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They snarl like dogs ! Eat quietly, you rascals. 

Eat quietly. • • 

Alb. There’s drink too. 

Tib. Come, come, 

I’ll fill you each your cups ; ye shall not surfeit. 
Amin. And what have you discover’d ? 

Alb. Sweet, a paradise, 

A paradise inhabited mth angels. 

Such as you are ; their pities make ’em angels ; 
They gave me these viands, and supplied me with 
These precious drinks. 

Amin. Shall not we see ’em ? 

Alb. Yes, they will see you : 

Out of their charities, having heard our story. 
They will come, and comfort us, come -presently j 
We shall no more know wants nor miseries. 

Amn. Are they all women ? 

Alb. All, and all in love with us. 

Amin. How ! 

Alb. Do not mistake ; in love with our misfor- 
tunes ; 

They will cherish and relieve our men. 

Tib. Do you shrug now. 

And puli up your noses ? You smell comfort.~ 
See, they stretch out their legs like dotltelsj’ 
Each like a new Saint Dennis !® ‘ 

•f Dottrch.J A cfoWrelis-a, site’ which imitates the 
actions of tkc fowler stretches 

out a leg, Devil is an Ass, by 

Ben Jonson, act iv. . 

“ We have another leg-ltraih’d for this dottrel. — Reed. 
s Rach like a nete St Dennis. 3 ' The legend of St Dennis af- 
firms, that, after that saint was beheaded at Paris, he walked from 
thence with his head in his hand to a town four miles from the 
place where he was executed^— Seed. 

No doubt there is such a legend respecting St Dennis ; but 
what has it to do with the text i The first of these two notes is 
sensible and illustrative ; we can see no use whatever in the se- 
cond. 
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Alh. Dear mistress. 

When you would name me, and tlie women here, 
Call me your brother ; you I’ll call my sister : 
And pray observe this all. — Why do you change 
colour, sweet ? 

Amin. Eating too much meat. 

Alb. Sauced with jealousy : 

Fy, fy, dear saint ! i’faith, you are to blame ; 

Are you not here ? here fixed in my heart ? 

[Horns sounded. 

All. Hark, hark ! 

Enter Rosellia, Cearinda, Crocale, Hippoexta, 
and Juletta. 


Alb. They are come! Stand I'eady, and look nobly 
And with all humble reverence receive ’em ! 

Our lives depend upon their gentle pities. 

And death waits on their anger. 

Mor. Sure they are fairies. 

Tib. Be they devils, devils of flesh and blood, 
After so long a Lent, and tedious yoyage, ‘ 

To me they are angels. 

Fran. Oh, for some eringoes 
Lam. Potatoes, or cantharides ! - 
Tib, Peace, ye rogues. 

That buy abilities of your ’pothecaries ! 

Had I but took the diet of green cheese 
And onions for a month, I could do wonders, 


s> Eringocs-y-Potaioes.'^ So in the Elder Brotherr^ ■ 

“ A hawjuel ? Welt ! Potatoes and eringoes. 

And as / take it, cantharides.” 

The last word sufficiently explains rrhat virtues the two fc 
plants were anciently supposed to possess. See again act v» 
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Mos. Are these the jewels you run mad for ? 
What can 

You see in one of these, to whom you would 
Vouchsafe a gentle touch ? Can nothing persuade 
you 

To love yourselves, and place your happiness 
In cold and chaste embraces of each other ? 

Jul 'This is from the purpose. 

Hip. We had your grant 
To have them as they were. 

Clar. It is a beauteous creature ; 

And to myself I do appear deform’d, 

When I consider her : And yet she is 

The stranger’s sister j why then should I fear ? 

She cannot prove my rival, 

Ros, When you repent 
That you refused my counsel, may it add 
To your ajSlictions, that you were forewarn’d,' 

Yet leap’d into the gulph of your misfortunes ! 
But have your wishes. 

Master. Now she makes to us. 

Amin. I am instructed : But take heed, Albert, 
You prove not false ! 

Alh. You are your own assurance. 

And so acquainted with your own perfections, 
That weak doubts cannot reach you ; therefore fear 

mot! 

;■ Ros. Tha%^^‘^e;jpi^^-^d,'^|?erable men 
My eyes inform^;!^^^:i&atiV’wdthout our succom’s, 
Hope cannot flatter yoh to dream of safety. 

The present plight you are in can resolve you 5 
That to be merciful is to draw near 
The heavenly essence ; whether you wall be 
Thankful I do not question j nor demand . . 


Thai ifotc ^acere forward.] Amended by SympsoB. 
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What country bred you, what [yourj names, -what 
manners ; 

To us it is sufficient we relieve 

Such as have shapes of men ; and I command you, 

As we are not ambitious to know 

Further of you, that on pain of death 

You presume not to inquire what we are. 

Or whence derived ! 

Alb. In all things we obey you ; 

And thankfully we ever shall confess 
Ourselves your creatures ! 

Ros. You speak as becomes you. 

First then, and willingly, deliver up 
Those weapons we could force from you. 

Alb. We lay ’em down most gladly at yonr feet. 
Ti5. 1 havehad many a combat with a tali wench j 
But never was disarm’d before. 

Ros. And now, hear comfort : 

Your wants shall be supplied j and though it be 
A debt women may challenge, to be sued to, 
Especially from such they may command, 

We give up to you that power ; and therefore 
Freely each make his choice. 

Fran. Then here I fix. 

Mor. Nay, she is mine : I eyed her first. 

Lam. This mine 1 
Tib. Stay, 

Good rascals ! you are too forward. Sir Gallant ; 
Yon are not giving order to a tailor 
For the fashion of a new suit : 

Nor are you in your warehouse, master mercjbant ! 
Stand back, and give your betters leave, your bet* 
, ters; ^ 

And grumble not ! if you do, as I love meat, 

I w’ill so swinge the salt itch out of you-— 
Captain, master, and the rest of us. 

That ai"e brothers^ and good fellows, we have been 
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Too late by the ears, and yet smart for our follies ; 
To end therefore all future emulation, 

If you please to trust to my election. 

You shall say I am not partial to myself; 

I doubt not give content to all. 

All. Agreed, agreed ! 

Tih. Then,butobservehowlearnedand discreetly 
I will proceed ; and, as a skilful doctor 
In all the quirks belonging to the game, 

Eead over your complexions ! For you, captain. 
Being first in place, and therefore first to be served, 
I give my judgment thus : For your aspect. 

You are much inclined to melancholy, and that 
Tells me the sullen Saturn had predominance 
At your nativity ; a malignant planet ! . 

And if not qualified by a sweet conjunction 
Of a soft and ruddy wench, born under Venus, 

It may prove fatal ; therefore to your arms 
I give this rose-cheek’d virgin. 

Clar. To my wish ! 

Till now I ne’er was happy. 

Amin. Nor I accursed. 

Tih. Master, 

You are old, yet love the game,(that I perceive too) 
And if not well spurr’d up, you may prove rusty ; 
Therefore, to help you, here’s a Bradamanta,* 

Or I am cozen’d in my calculation. 

Croc. A poor old man allotted to my share ! 
Tih. Thou, wonldstbaYe two,nay, I think twenty: 
But fear not, wench; though he be old he’s tough : 
Look on his making ; he’ll not fail, I warrant thee. 
Ros^^A merry fellow ! 

Ira^ere not man a creature I detest, Vj 
could endure his company. * 

, Bradamante, as well known a? one of tlie he- 
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Til. Here’s a fair herd 

Of does before me ; and now for a barren one ! 
For though I like the sport, I do not love 
To father children. Like the Grand Signior, 

Thus I walk in ray seraglio. 

And view ’em as 1 pass ; then draw I forth 
My handkerchief, and, having made my choice, 

I thus bestow it. 

Ros. On me ? 

Tib. On you ; And now 
Mv choice is made, to it, yon hungry rascals ! 

"Alb. Excellent! 

Amin. As I love goodness,^ 

It makes me smile, i’ th’ height of all my fears. 

Clm'. What a strong contention you may behold 
Between my mother’s mirth and anger ! 

Tib. Nay, no coyness ! be mistress of your word ! 
I must and will enjoy you. 

Ros. Be advised, fool ! 

Alas, I am old ! how canst thou hope content 
From one that’s fifiyi' 'r-.- 
Tib. Never talk of it ; ' ^ 

1 have known good ones at threescore and upwards^ 
Besides, the weather’s hot, 

And men that have experience fear fevers ; 

A temperate diet is the only physic. Your julips, 
Nor guiacums, prunellos, camphire-pills, 

Nor goord water, come not near your old woman ; 
Youthful stomachs are still craving, though there be 
Nothing left to stop their mouths with j and, be- 
lieve me, : , ‘ '''V'' "A '' 

3 Amin. As Ilove,Si-c.} This speech is most xinwamntaMy 
given by the last editors to Rosellia, who certainly had nothing 
to fear. Indeed it suits Aminta so well, that one can only won- 
der what could have induced them to make the vai'iation. 
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I am no frequent giver of those bounties. — 

Laugh on, laugh on, good gentlemen ; do ! 

I shall make holiday and sleep, when you 
Dig in the mines till your hearts ache. 

Bos. A mad fellow ! 

Well, sir, I’ll give you hearing, and, as I like 
Your wooing and discourse — but I must tell you, 

: v- sir, ^-^ ■ ' ^ V . 

That rich widows look for great sums in present. 
Or assurances of ample jointures. 

Tib. That to me is easy, 

Tor instantly Til do it. Hear me, comrades ! 

Alb. What say’st thou, Tibalt ? 

Tib. Why, that to woo a wench with empty hands 
Is no good heraldry ; therefore, let’s to the gold. 
And share it equally 5. ’twill speak for us 
More than a thousand compliments or cringes, 
Ditties stolen from Petrarch, or discourse 
From Ovid : Besides, ’twill beget us respect ; 

And if ever Fortune friend us with a bark, 
Largely supply us with all provision. 

Alb. Well advised ; defer it not. 

Tib. Are ye ail contented ? 

All We are. 

Tib.. Let’s away then ! 

Straight we’ll return, and you shall see our riches. 

; , . ,, [Eseunt all but the 'women. 

;:;:;-^||^^ji^i|xl 3knew^hat wonder and amazement 

I ne’er was so transported. 

Clar. Why weep you, gentle maid ? 

^ 11 OS. Smce I knew ixihat mnder and amazement was^ 4“^.] 
Seward gives this speech to Clarmda, to whom he thinks it must 
belong, unless RoselUa had spoke it below, upon sight of her 
own treasure,” But there is no occasion for alteration i Kosellia^ 
as Mason observes, was not transported with delightj but sur- 
prise.”" , ' 
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There is no danger here to such as you : 

Banish fear ! for with us I dare prdmise 
You shall meet all courteous entertainment. 

Croc. We esteem ourselves most happv in you. 
Hip. And bless 

Fortune that brought you hither. 

Clar, Hark in your ear ! 

I love you as a friend already ; ere long 
You shall call me by a nearer name : I wish 
Your brother well ; I know you apprehend me. 

Amin. Ay, to my grief I do ! [Aside, 

Alas, good ladies, there is nothing left me 
But thanks, to pay you with. 

Clar. That’s more than yet 
You stand engaged for. 

Enter Albeet, Tibalt, and tlxe rest 'with treasure, 

Eos. So soon return’d ? 

A 13. Here j see the idol of the lapidary ! 

Tib. These pearls for which the slavish negro 
dives ■ /".f. 

To the bottom of the sea ! 

Lam. To get which the industrious merchant 
touches 
At either pole ! 

» Fran. The never-failing purchase 
Of lordships and of honours ! 

Mor. The world’s mistress, 

Tliat can give every thing to the possessors 1 . 

Master. For which the sailors scorn tempestuous 
winds, '-v- 

And spit defiance in the sea ! , , , • 

Tib. Speak, lady ; 

Look we not lovely now ? 

Eos. Yes, yes. — Oh, my stars ! 
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Be now for ever blessed, that have brought 
To my revenge these robbers ! — Take your arrows. 
And nail these monsters to the earth ! 

Alb. What mean you, lady ? 

In what have we offended ? 

Ros. Oh, my daughter ! 

And you companions with me in all fortunes. 
Look on these caskets, and these jewels ! 

These were our own, when first we put to sea 
With good Sebastian ; and these the pirates 
That not alone deprived him of this treasure. 

But also took his life. 

Croc. Part of my present 
I well remember was mine own. 

Hip. And these were mine. 

Jul. Sure I have worn this jewel. 

Ros. Wherefore do you stay then. 

And not perform my command ? 

Alb. Oh, Heaven ! 

What cruel fate pursues us ! / , 

Tib. I am well enough served, 

That must be offering jointures, jewels. 

And precious stones, more than I brought with me. 
Ros. Why shoot you not ? ' 

Chr. Hear me, dear mother j ‘ 

And when the greatest cruelty is justice. 

Do not shewmercy! Death to these starv’d wretches 
Is a reward, not punishment :tfct ’em live 
To undergo the mil weight of your displeasure. 
And that they may have sense to feel the tonnents 
They have deserved^ allow ’em some small pittance. 
To linger out their tortures. i - 

; i2os. ’Tis well counseli’d L , ; ; , 

And we will follow’ t. : 

Hear us speak. .* 
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Bind ’em fast ! When fury hath given way to reason, 
I will determine of their suflFeringSj 
Which shall be horrid. Vengeance, though slow- 
paced. 

At length o’ertakes the guilty ; and the wrath 
Of the incensed Powers will fall most sure 
On wicked men, when they are most secure. 

■*' [^Exemit, 


ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


TJte same Island. 


Enter Raymond, Sebastian, Nicusa, a7id Saibrs. 

1 SaiIo7'. Here’s nothing, sir, but poverty and 

hunger ; ’ 

No promise of inhabitance ; neither track 
Of beast, nor foot of man ! We have search’d all 
This rocky desart, yet cannot discover 
Any assurance here is, or hath been such men. 

2 Sailor. Not a relic of any thing they wore, 
Nor mark left by ’em, either to find t^ei^ 

Or to warn others from the like misfortune ! 
Believe it, these fellows ai'e both false, and to get 
A little succour in their. miSeiyi 
Have framed this cunning tale. 


Raym. The ship, I know, is French, and own’d 
; ■ by pirates, 

If not by Albert, my arch-enemy. 

You told me too there- was a woman with ’em, 

A young and handsome woman. 

Seh. Tliere was so, sir.' 

Raym, And such and such young gallants. 
Nicusa. We told you true, sir ; 

That they had no means to quit this island — — 
Raym. And that 

Amidst their mutiny, to save your lives. 

You got their ship ? 

Seb. All is most certain, sir. 

Raym. Where are they then ? where are these 
men. 

Or woman? We are landed where your faiths 
Did assure iis w'e could not .miss their sights.' 

For this news we took ye to our mercy, 

Believed ye, when the furious sea and Famine 
Strove which should first devour ye ; cloath’d 
And cherish’d ye ; used ye as those ye say ye are. 
Fair gentlemen. Now keep your wmrds, and shew us 
This company your own free pities spoke of. 
These men ye left in misery ; the woman ! 

Men of those noble breedings ye pretend to * 
Should scorn to lie, or get their food with falsehood j 
Come, direct us. “ . - 

Seb. sir, they, are gone ;; ■ - 

Butby‘’'#il||^a»s^; 0 |^'provideaC,ej''We know not. 

2 Sailor fiof tiie captain 
A fellow of a fiery, yet brave nature, 

A middle stature, and of brown complexion ? 
Nieitsa. He was, sir. 

ATt^^as' ' Aibef t^' 

;Aidi|np:|pdf ^#retcheik^s|e£Ty8%| 

sea; ^■TOth::;himi;- m any jtimes^at Ae® A 
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Raym. Come, shew us these men j 
Shew us presently, and do not dally with us ! 

Seh. We left ’em here, (what should we say, sir ?) 
i here in this place. 

2 Sailor. The earth cannot swallow ’em; they have 
No wings ; they cannot fly, sure. 

Raym. You told us too 
Of heaps of treasure, and of sums conceal’d, 

That set their hearts a-fire ; we see no such thing. 
No such sign : What can ye say to purge ye i 
What have ye done with these men ? 

Micusa. We, 

Raym. You, sir ; • 

For .certain I believe ye saw such people. 

SeB. By all that’s good, by all that’s pure ami 
"honest. 

By all that’s holy 

Raym. I dare not credit ye ; 

Ye have so abused my hope, that now I hate ye. 

1 Sailor. Let’s put ’em in their ragged clothes 
again, . 

Captain, for certain they are kna^s ; let’s e’en 
Deliver ’em to their old fruitful farm ; 

Here let ’em walk the island ! 

Seh. If ye do so, 

We shall curse your mercies. 

Nicma. Rather put us to sea again. 

Raym. Not so ; 

Yet this I’ll do, because ye say ye are Christians, 
Though I hardly credit it. Bring in the boat. 

And all aboard again, but these two wretches I 
Yet leave ’em four days’ meat, , If in piat time 
(For I will search all nooks of th» strange island) 
I can discover any track of these men, , 

Alive or dead, I’ll bear ye off, and honour ye ; 

If not, ye have found ydUf. graves : So, farewell I 

' [Exeurfi 


400 


•THE SEA^VOYAGE. [Act I¥. 

Nicusa. Tiiat goodness dwells above, and knows 
us innocent. 

Comfort our lives, and at his pleasure quit us ! ^ 
Se3. Come, cousin, come ! Old Time will end 
our story ; 

But no time (if we end well) ends our glory ! 

[Ea!eidtt, 


SCENE IL 


The Island of the Amazons. Before the Cabin of 
Clarinda. ' , 


Enter Rosellia, Claeinda, Ceocale, Hippolita, 
and Juletta. 

Bos. Use ’em with all the austerity that may be ; 
They are our slaves ! Turn all those pities. 

Those tender reluctations that should become your 

To stern anger ; and W'hen ye look upon ’em. 
Look with those eyes that wept those bitter sorrows. 
Those cruelties ye suffer’d by their rapines ! 

Sorne five days hence that blessed hour comes. 
Most happy once to me,That knit this hand 
To my dear husband’s. 

And both our hearts in mutual bands. That hour, 
ladies 

C/ar. What of that hour ? 

Bos. Why, on that hour, daughter. 

And in the height of all our celebrations j 


^ Qiii^ 2^5.] u e* Requite us*. 
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Our dear remembrances of that dear man, 

And those that sufter’d with him, our fair kiiismen. 
Their lives shall fall a sacrifice to Vengeance, 
Their lives that ruin’d his ; ’tis a full justice. 

I will look glorious in their bloods ; 

And the most noble spirit of Sebastian, 

That perish’d by the pride of these French pirates. 
Shall smile in Heaven, and bless the hand that 
kill’d ’em. 

Look strictly all unto your prisoners ; 

For he that makes a ’scape beyond my vengeance. 
Or entertains a hope, by your fair usage — 

Take heed, I say! she that deceives niy trust — 
Again take heed ! her life — and that’s but light 
Neither ; her life, in all the tortures 

My spirit can put on 

A//. We shall be careful. 

Bos. Do so. [EsiL 

Clar. You are angry, mother, and you are old, 
too, £Aside, 

Forgetting what men are ; but we shall temper 
you.-p:^,,,,, 

How fare your prisoners, ladies ? in what foms 
Do they appear in their afflictions ? 

Jill. Mine fare but poorly; for so I am com- 
manded ; 

’Tis none of their fault. , 

Clar. Of what sort are they ? 

Jul. They say they are gentlemen, but they shew 
imingrels. 

Clar. How do they suffer ? , - 

Jul ’Faith, like boys ; - j. ' , ; j 

They are fearful in all fortunes ; Vvhett I s^0e^, 
They kneel and beg to have that face continued. 
And, like poor slaves, adore the ground I go on : 
When I frown, they hang their most dejected heads 
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Like fearful sheep-hounds : Shew ’em a crust of 
bread, , 

They’ll saint me presently ; and skip like apes 
For a sup of wine. I’ll whip ’em like hacknies. 
Saddle ’em, ride ’em, do what I will with ’em, 
Clar. Tush, these are poor things. Have they 
names like Christians ? 

JwZ. Very lair names j Franville, Lamure, and 
Morillat; 

And brag of great kindreds too. They offer very 
handsomely. 

But that I am a fool, and dare not venture. 

They are sound too, i’ my conscience, 

Or very near upon it. 

Chr. Fy! away, fool! 

Jul. They tell me, if they might be brought be, 
fore you. 

They would reveal things of strange consequence, 
Clar. Their base poor fears ! 

Jvl. Ay, that makes me hate ’em too ; 

For if they were but manly to their sufferance. 
Sure I should strain a point or two. 

Clar. An hour hence I will take a view of ’em, 
And hear their business. — Are your men thus too ? 
Croc. Mine ? no, gentle madam ; mine were not 
/ cast 

In such base moulds ; Afflictions, tortures. 

Are names and natm’es bf delight to my men ; 

All sorts of cruelties theSitoeei like pleasures. 

I have but two, the dnbVpby call Du Pont, 

Tibalt Du Pont ; tlie other the Ship-Master. 

Clar. Have they not lives and fears ? 

Croc. Lives they hav^ 'madam ; 'BIIWISeS '''';:" 
But those lives never linkf^ to such companions 
As fears or doubts. - / 

■ -Clar. Use ’em nobly'; " ' 

And where you find fft subjects for your pities. 
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Let it become ye to be courteous. 

My mother will not always be thus rigorous. 

Hip. Mine are sailors, madam ; but they sleep 
soundly, 

And seldom trouble me, unless it be when 
They dream sometimes of fights and tempests ; 
Then tliey roar and whistle for cans of wane, 

And down they fling me ; and in that rage, 

(For they^ are violent fellows) they play such 
freaks !— 

If they have meat, they thank me ; if none. 

They heartily desire to be hang’d quickly j 
And this is all they care. 

Chr. Look to ’em diligently, 

And Where your pities tell ye they may deserve. 
Give comfort, 

All. We will, \__Exeimt 

Enter Aminta. 

Clar. Come hither ; be not flighted ! 

Think not ye steal this liberty, for we give it. 
Your tender innocence assures ine, virgin, 

You had no share in those wrongs these men did us j 
I find you are not harden’d in such mischiefs. 
Your brother was misled sure, 

Foully misled. 

Amin. How^ much I fear these pities i 
Clar. Certain he was, so much I pity him j 
And for your sake, whose eyes plead for him j nay. 

For his own sake „ , , 

Amin. Hal,., ,, 

Chr. For I see about him, ' ‘ 

(Women have subtle eyes, and look narrowly) 

Or I am much abused, many fair promises ; 

Nay, bej'ond those too, many shadow’d virtues, 
Amin. I think he is good. 
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Chr. I assure myself he will be ; 

Ahi® but of that assurance take this comfort, 

(For I perceive your fear hath much dejected you) 
I love your brother— 

Jmm. Madam . 

Clar. Nay, do not take it for a dreamt-of favour, 
That comforts in the sleep, and awake vanishes : 
Indeed I love him. 

Do you indeed ? 

Clar. You doubt still, because you fear his safety ! 
Indeed he is the sweetest man I e’er saw ; 

I think the best. You may hear without blushes, 
And give me thanks, if you please, for my courtesy. 
Amin. Madam, I ever must Yet, witness, 
Heaven, ^ [.Aside. 

They are hard pull’d from me. — Believe me, ma- 
dam. 

So many imperfections I could find — 

(Forgive me, grace, for lying !)— -and such wants — 
(’Tis to an honest use)— such poverties, 

Both in his main proportion, and his mind too — 
There are a hundred handsomer — (I lie lewdly)-— 
Your noble usage, madam, hath so bound me to you 

That I must tell you 

Clar. Come, tell your worst. 

Amin. He is no husband for you : , r.; • , 

I think you mean in that fair way. 

Oar. You have hit it. j- : ?, 

Amin. I am; sure - >• , - [Aside. 

You have hit i^y heartt^Y^bu wiU fiad M danger- 
ous, madam, 

As fickle as the flying air, proud, jealous. 

Soon glutted in your sweets, and soon forgetful. 

I could say more ; and tell you I have a brother. 
Another brother, that so far excels this. 

Both ill the ornaments of man, and making — — ^ 
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Ckr. If you were not his sister, I should doubt 
you mainly, 

Doubt you for his love, you deal so cunningly. 

Do not abuse me ; I liave trusted you 

With more than life, with my first love 5 be careful 

Of me I 

Jmm. In what use, madam ? 

Ckr. In this, lady : 

Speak to him for me ; you have power upon him j 
Tell him I love him, tell him I dote on him ; 

It will become your tongue. ' 

Become my grave ! [Aside. 

:iOh|i|k)rtuhe, oh, cursed 'Detune I;/'’;';:: blH::: ■ 

[ Ckr. Tell him his liberty. 

And all’ those with him, all our wealth and jewels-— 

Good sister, for I’ll call you so 

I shall, lady — 

Even die, I hope. C-^lside. 

Ckr. Here’s meat and wine, (pray take it) 

And there he lies: Give him what libertyyou please, 
But still conceal’d 5 what pleasure you shall please, 
sister ! ■' 

He shall ne’er want again. Nay, see an you’ll 
take it ! 

I¥hy do you study thus ? 

Jwiin. To avoid mischiefs j 

If they should happen 

Ckr. Go, and be happy for me. [Exit. 

Amin. Oh, blind Fortune ! 

Yet happy thus far, I shall live to see him. 

In what strange desolation lives, he here now ? 
Sure this curtain will reveal. , , b 

, ' Enter AvBE&x fmn tim caUn. 

y/Zi. Wlio’sthat? hai _ , / 

Some gentle hand, I hope, to bring me comfori : 
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Or, if it be my death, *tis sweetly shadow’d, 

Amin. Have you forgot me, sir? 

Alb. My Arainta ! 

Amin. She, sir. 

That Walks here up and down an empty shadow ; 
One, that for some few hours 
But wanders here, carrying her own sad coffin. 
Seeking some desert place to lodge her griefs in. 
Alb. Sweet sorrow, welcome! welcome, noble 
grief! 

How got you this fair liberty to see me ? 

For sorrows in your shape are strangers to me. 
Amin. I come to counsel you. 

Alb. You are still more welcome ; 

For good friends in afflictions give good counsels. 
Pray then proceed. 

Amin. Pray eat first j you shew faint : 

Here’s wine to refresh you too. 

Alb. I thank you, dear. 

Amin. Drink again ! 

Alb. Here’s to our loves ! — How ! turn and weep? 
Pray pledge it ! This happiness we have yet left. 
Our hearts arc free — Not pledge it ? why .? 
Although beneath the axe, this health were holy. ^ 
Why do you weep thus ? 

Amin. I come to woo you. 

Alb. To woo me, sweet ? I am woo’d and won 

You know I ain ybUrs. This pretty way becomes 
you ! 

But you would deceive my sorrows ; that’s your 

■ , ; : ggllgl":' : : 

Amin. I would I could! I should not weep, but 

*5 And thougli beneath,.'} The slight corruption of And though 
for Although, Mr Sevi’ard saw and corrected with me.-^Si/mpson. 
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Do ye like your meat and wine ? 

Alb. Like it ? 

Amn. Do you like your liberty ? 

Alb. All these I well may like. 

Amin. Then pray like her that sent ’em. Do you 
like wealth, 

And most unequall’d beauty ? 

Alb. Peace ! indeed 
You’ll make me angry. 

Awdn. ’Would I were dead that ask it! 

Then you might freely like, and 1 forgive you. 

Alb. Wliat like ? and who ? Add not more misery 
To a man that’s fruitful in afflictions ! 

Who is’t you wmuld have me like ? who sent these 
* comforts ? 

Amin. I must tell. 

Alb. Be bold I 

Amm. But be you temperate ! 

If you be bold, I die. The young fair virgin — 
(Sorrow bath made me old !) Oh, hearken. 

And wisely hark — the governess’s daughter. 

That star that strikes this island full of wonder. 

That blooming sweetness 

Alb. What of her? 

Amin. She sent it ; 

And with it — ^it must be oiit ! — She dotes on yoix, 
And must enjoy you ; else no joy must find yon. 
Alb. And have you the patience to deliver this? 
Amin. A sister may say much, and modestly. 
■Alb. A sister? ' 

Amin.^ Yes, that name undid yoifj b - 
Undid us both: Had you named Vife, she had 
fear’d you, 

And fear’d the sin she follow’d; she had shunn’d, 
yea. 

Her virgin modesty had not touch’d at you : 

But thinking you were &ee hath kindled a fire. 
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I fear will hardly be extinguished. 

Alb. Indeed I play’d the fool. 

Amm. Oh, my best sir, take heed. 

Take heed of lies ! Truth, though it trouble some 
minds. 

Some wicked minds, that are both dark and dan- 
gerous. 

Yet it preserves itself, comes off pure, innocent. 
And, like the sun, though never so eclipsed, 

Must break in glory. Oh, sir, lie no more ! 

Alb. You have read me a fair lecture. 

And put a spell upon .my tongue for feigning. 

But how will you counsel now ? 

Amin. You must study to forget me. 

Alb. How ! 

Amin. Be patient I . 

Be wise and patient, it concerns you highly. 

Can you lay by pur loves ? But why should I doubt 
it? 

You are a man, and men may shift affections j 
’Tis held no sin. To come to the point ; 

You must lose me ; many and mighty reasons — -- 
Alb. Hear me, Aminta 1 

Have you a man that loves you too ? that feeds you ? 
That sends you liberty ? has this great governess 
A noble son too, young, and apt to catch you ? 
Am 4,' because I am in bonds, and naiserable. 

My healtlt decay’d, my you4' 4tt4 igtrength half 
'blasted, •„ / 

My fortune like my waning* self, for this despised ? 
Am I for this forsaken ?;;,;4- new love chosen, 

And my affections, lijke^my fortunes, wanderers ? 
Take heed of lying, you that chid me for it. 

And skew’d how it was, and dangerous. 

Take heed yourself! You swore you loved me 
dearly,/ j ■ / ■ ■ • 

No few nor little oaths you swore, Aminta ; 

^ 9 
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Those seal’d with no small faith, I then assured my- 
self: 

Oh, seek no new ways to cozen truth ! 

Jmin. I do not : By love itself, I love thee. 
And ever must, nor can all deaths dissolve it! 

Alb. Why do you urge me thus then ? 

Amin. For your safety ; 

To preserve youriife. 

A lb. My life, I do confess, is hers ; she gives it, 
And let her take it back ! I yield it. - • 

My love’s entirely thine, none shall touch at it j 
None, my Aminta, none. 

Amin. You have made me happy i 
And now I know you are mine. Fortune, I scorn 
*thee! 

Go to your rest, and I’ll sit by you : Whilst 
I have time I’ll be your mate, and comfort you ; 
For only I am trusted. You shall want 
Nothing, not a liberty that I can steal you. 

Alb. May we not celebrate our loves, Aminta ? 
And where our wishes carinot ineet--^ 

Amin. You are wanton; 

But with cold kisses I’ll allay that fever, 

(Look for no more) and that in private too ! ^ 
Believe me, I shall blush else. But, let’s consider; 
We are both lost else. 

Alb. Let’s in, and prevent fate. [JExeunt. 
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SCENE IIL 


B^ore the Hut qf Grocale. 


Enter Crocale, Juletta, Tibalt, and Master. 

Tib. You do well to air us, ladies j we shall be 
musty else. 

Wliat are your wise wills now ? 

Croc. Yoxx are very crank’ still. 

Tib. As crank as a hdly friar fed with hail-stdnes. 
But do ye bring us out to bait, like bulls ? 

Master. Or are you weary of the charge ye are at? 
Turn us abroad again ; let iis jog, ladies ; 

We are gross, and coarse, unfit for your sweet plea- 
sures. 

Tib. Knock off our shoes and turn’s to grass. 
Croc. You are determined 
Still to be stubborn then ? it well becomes you. 

Tib. An humour, lady, that contents a prisoner : 
A sullen fit sometimes serves for a second course. 

Sul. Ye may as well be kindj 
And gfiin our favour# y gain meat and drink, and 

, lodging.,,. 

To rest your bones. 

Tib. My bones have borne me thus long. 

And had their share of pains and recreations 5 
If they fail now, they are no fair companions. 

Crank.} Cotgrave tea.iecs rwoqidlle, “ lustie, crsnSe, peart.” 
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Croc. Are you thus harsh to all our sex I 
Master. We cannot 

Be merry without a fiddler : Pray strike up 
Your tabors, ladies. 

Croc. The fools despise us. 

Jul. We know 
Ye are very hungry now. 

Tib. Yes ; ’tis very wholesome, ladies j 
For v/e that have gross bodies must be careful 
Have ye no piercing air to stir our stomachs ? 

We are beholden to ye for our ordinary. 

Jul. Why, slaves, ’tis in our power to hang ye. 
Master. Very likely : 

’Tis in our powers then to be hang’d, and scorn ye. 
Hanging’s* as sweet to us, as dreaming to you. * 
Croc. Come, be more courteous. 

Jul. Do, and then ye shall 
Be pleasedj and have all necessariesi 
Tib. Give me 
Some ratsbane then. 

Croc. And why ratsbane, monsieur i* 

Tib. We live like vermin here, and eat up your 
cheese, ' 

Your mouldy cheese, that none but rats would 
bite at 5 

Therefore ’tis just that ratsbane should reward us. 
We are unprofitable, and our ploughs are broken ; 
There is no hope of harvest this year, ladies. 

Jul. Ye shall have all content. 

Master. Ay^ an we’ll serve your uses. 

1 had rather serve hogs, there’s more delight in’t j 
Your greedy appetites are never satisfied ; 

Just like hungry camels, sleeping or waking 
You chew the cud still. 

Croc. By this hand well starve ye. 

Master. ’Tis a noble courtesy: 1 had as lief ye 
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•; ::M:Should famish 

i Jaded to death, is dhly m^i|e:a h 

Here be certain tarts of tar about me. 

And pai'cels of potargo® in my jerkin ; 

As long as these last 

Jul. Which will not last ever. 

Tib, Then we’U eat one another like good fel- 
piv-': ; . ■•y-V-: \ ^ 

A shoulder of his for a haunch of mine ! 

Jul. ’Tis excellent. 

Tib. ’Twill be, as we’ll dress it, ladies. 

Croc. Why sui'e ye are not men ? 

Master. Ye had best come search us j 

A seaman is seldom without a salt-eel. 

I Tib. I am bad enough. 

And in my nature a notorious wencher ; 

And yet ye make me blush at your immodesty. ' 

^ Tell me, good Master, didst ever see such things ? 

I Master. I could like ’em, though they were lewdly 

llliY:"?'; ' ' ^ given, ■ ' ■ . ; > ; f ' 

' If they could say no ; but, fy on ’em ! 

They gape like oysters. :■ 

i 1 ib. Well, ye may hang, or starve UkS, 

But your commanding impudence shall never 
Fear us.® Had ye by blushing signs, soft cunnings. 
Crept into us, and skew’d us your necessities ; 

We had met your purposes, supplied your wants. 
We are no saints, ladies : , , 

I love a good wenOh as I love my life, 

And with my life I will maintain iny love j 
But such a sordid impudence I’ll spit at. 

Let’s to our dens again ! Come, noble Master ! 

® 'Potargo,] A West Indian pickle. 'llie Master quibbles upon 
the spots of pitch on his jacket*. 

^ Feartis.} i, e. Makeusfeat^ — Ed, 1778 . 
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You know our minds, ladies : This is the faith ' - 
In which we’ii die. {Examt Tibalt and Master . . 
Croc. I do admire ’em. ■ 

Jul. They . ' ' 

Are noble fellows, and they shall not want 
For this. 

Croc. But see, Clarinda comes. Farewell ! 

I’ll to my charge. [Exi£ ' 

Enter Clarinda. 

C/«r. Bring out those prisoners now, and let me 
see’eh3,’:'.i'gg,' 

AnAhear their business.::. 
will, madam. ■ 

Ckr. I hope she hath prevail’d upon her brother. 
She has a sweet tongue, and can describe the hap- 
piness 

My love is ready to fling on him. 

And siu'e he must be glad, and certain wonder. 
And bless the hour that brought him to this island. ^ 
I long to hear the full joy that he labours with. 

Enter Juletta, Morxllat, Franviele, and La- 
MURE, a?td kneel to Clarinda. 

Mor. Bless thy divine beauty ! 

Fran. Mirror of sweetness ! 

Lam. Ever springing brightness 1 
Clar. Nay, stand up, gentlemen ; and leave your 
, flatteries. 

Mor. She halls us gentlemen ! Sure we shall have 
some meat now! • 

Clar. I am a mortal creature ; worship Heaven, 
And gi%'e these attributes to their divinities. 
Methinks you look but thin. . 

Mor. Oh, we are starved. 
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Immortal beauty ! 

Lam. We are all poor starved knaves. 

Frmt. Neither liberty nor meata lady. 

Mor. We were handsome men, and gentlemen, 
and sweet men. 

And were once gracious in the eyes of beauties j 
But now we look like rogues, like poor starved 
rogues. 

Clar. What would ye do, if ye were to die now ? 
Fran, Alas, we were prepared. If you will hang 
us, 

Let’s have a good meal or two to die with, 

To put us in heart ! 

Mor. Or if you’ll drown us, 

Let us be drunk first, that we may die merrily, 
And bless the founders * - 

Clar. Ye shall not die so hastily. 

What dare ye do to deserve my favour ? 

Lam. Put us to any. service. 

Frm. Any bondage, 

Let us but live ! 

Mor. We'’!! get a world of children ; 

For we know ye are heinously provided that way ; 
And you shall beat us when we offend you. 

Beat us abundantly, and take our meat from us. 
Clar. These are weak abject things, that shew ye 
poor ones. 

What’s the great service ye so oft have threaten’d, 
If ye might see me, and win my favour ? 

Jnl. That business of discovery ? 

Mor. Oh, I’ll teri ye, lady. 

Lam. And so will I. 

o Fran. And I. Pray let me speak first ! 

Mor. Good, no confusion ! 

We a.re before a lady that knows manners ; 
And,'by the next meat I shall eat ’tis certain, 
This little gentlewoman that was taken with us— 
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Clar. Your captain’s sister ? she you mean? 
Mor. Ay, ay; 

She is the business tliat we would open to you. 
You are cozen’d in her. 

Clar. How ! what is’t you "would open ?’ 

Fran. She is no sister. 

Mor. Good sirs, how quick you are i 
She is no sister, madam. 

Fran. She is his 

Mor. Peace, I say ! 

C7ar. What is she ? . . 

Mor. ’Faith, sw'eet lady^;- :.'^ 

She’s, as a man would say, his-w — 

Clar. What? , 

Lam. His mistress. 

Mor. >Or, as some new translators read, his— •— 
Clar. Oh me ! 

Mor. And why he should delude you thus. 
Unless he meant some villainy— These ten "weeks 
He has had her at sea, for his own proper appetite, 
Lam. His cabin-mate, I’ii assure you. 

Clar. No sister, say ye ? v - 
Mor. No more than I am brother to your beauty. 
I know not why he should juggle thus. 

Clar. Do not lie to me ! 
ilfor. If ye find me lie, lady, hang me empty! 
Oar. How am I fool’d ! Away with ’em, J uletta. 
And feed ’em:- — 

But, hark ye, with such food as they have given me, 
New misery ! 

Fran. Nor meat nor thanks for all this ? 

Clar. Make ’em more wretched. : : ■ 

Oh, I could burst ! curse and kill now, ; 


' How / 'what isH you ‘aiottld open ?] This speech, so evic'enily 
Chrinda’s, is in ail the editions .given to jLanwre.— lid. ms. 
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Kill auy thing I meet ! — ^Juletta, follow me. 

And call the rest along. 

JuL We follow, madam. : : [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Before Clarinda’s Cabin. 


Enter Albeet and Aminta. 

Amin. I must be gone now, else she may suspect 

How shall I answer her ? 

Alb. Tell her directly. 

Amin. That were too sudden, too improvident ; 
Fires of this nature must be put out cunningly j 
They will waste all come near ’em else. Farewell, 
Once more ! 

Alb. Farewell, and keep my love entire i 
Nay, kiss me once again ! Methinks we should not 
part. 

Amin. Ohi, be wise, sir ! 

Alb. Nay, one kiss more ! 

Amin. Indeed you are wanton ; 

We may be. taken -too,, jc; .. , 

Enter Claeinda, JuiItta, Crocale, and Hip- 

POLITA. 

Chr. Out, thou base woman ! 

By Heaven, I’ll shoot ’em both ! 

Croc. Nay, stay, brave lady, hold ! 

A sudden death cuts otf a nobler vengeance. 
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Chr. Am I made bawd to your lascivious meet- 
ings ? 

Are ye grown so wise in sin ? Shut up that \iilain : 
And, sirrah, now expect my utmost anger. 

Let him there starve I 

Alb. I mock at your mischiefs ! {_Edt 

Clar. Tie that false witch unto that tree ; there 
let 

The savage beasts gnaw offher sweetness, and snakes 
Embrace her beauties j tie her, and watch that none 
Relieve her 

Hip. We could wish you better fortune, lady ; 
But dare not help you. i 

Amin. Be your own fi'iends ; I thank ye ! 

. [Exeunt all hut Asiinta, 

Now, only my last audit, and my greatest ! 

Oh, Heaven ! be kind unto me ; 

And, if it be thy will, preserv’e 

Enter Raymond. 

Raym. Who’s this ? 

Sure ’tis a woman. I have trod this place, 

And found much footing ; now I know ’tis peopled. 
Ha 1 let me see ! it is her face ! Oh, Heaven ! 
Turn this way, maid I 

Amin. Oh, Raymond, oh, brother ! 

Raym. Her tongue too ! ’tis my sister. What rude 
hand — 

Nay, kiss me first ; oh, joy ! 

Amin. Fly, fly, dear brother! , . 

You are lost else. ‘ : . . 7.’ 

' • V.', .t ' ■ 

Enter Juletta, Crocaee, and Ci-aeinda. 

Jul. A man, a man, a new man ! 

Raym. What are these ?: 

VOL. VII, 2 » 
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[Act V. 


Croc. An enemy, an enemy ! 

Clar. Dispatch him; 

Take him off ; shoot him straight I 
Raym. I dare not use my sword, ladies. 

Against such comely foes. 

Amin. Oh, brother, brother ! 

Clar. Away with ’em, and in dark prisons bind 
’em! — 

One word replied, ye die both.-— Now, brave mo- 
ther. 

Follow thy noble anger, and I’ll help thee I 


ACT V. SCENE L 


Another Part of the same Island. 


Enter RoselliAj Clarinda, Crocale, Juletta, 
and Hiprolita. 

Ros. I am deaf to all your entreaties ; she that 
moves me 

For pity or compassion to these pirates. 

Digs up her father’s, or her brother’s tomb. 

And spurns about thbir ashes.— Could’st thou re- 
member 
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What a father thou hadst once, *twould steel thy 
heart 

’Gainst foolish pity : By his memory, 

And the remembrance of his dear embraces, 

I am tauglit, that in a noble cause revenge is noble : 
And they shall fall the sacrifices, to appease 
His wand’ring ghost and my incensed fury. 

Clar. The new-come prisoner too ? 

B-os. He too : — Yet, that we may learn 
Whether they are the same, or near allied 
To those that forced me to this cruel course. 
Better their poor allowance, and permit ’em 
To meet together, and confer. 

Within the distance of your ear. Perhaps 
Tliey may discover something that may kill 
Despair in me, and be a means to save ’em 
Trom certain ruin. 

Croc. That shall be my charge. 

Bos. Yet, to prevent 

All hope of rescue (for this new-come captain 

Hath both a ship and men notiar off from us. 

Though ignorant to find the only port 

That can yield entrance to our happy island) 

Guard the place strongly ; and, ere the next sun 

Ends his diurnal progress, I will be 

Happy in my revenge, or set ’em free, {^EsseunL 
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SCENE IL 


Inside of Crocale’s Cabin. 


Enter Cbocale, Juletta, and Hippolita. A table 
furnished. 

Croc. So, serve it plentifully, and lose not time 
To inquire the cause ; there is a main design 
That hangs upon this bounty. See the table 
Furnish’d with wine too ; that discovers secrets . 
Which tortures cannot open ; Open the doors too 
O’ th’ several prisons, and give all firee entrance 
Into this room ! Undiscover’d I can here mark all. 
\_Ea:eimt Juletta and Hippolita. Crocale 
conceals hersefon one side of ' the Stage. 

Enter Tibalt and Master. 

Here’s Captain Careless,and the tough Ship-Master; 
The slaves are nosed like vultures : How wild thev 
look i 
Tib. Ha[ 

The mystfefy' 

Rise and revi 

Master. I am amazed at it ; 

Nor can I sound the intent. 

Tib. Is not this bread ? 

Substantial bread, not painted r 
Master. But take heed ! 

You may be poison’d. 

Tib. I am sure I am famish’d ; 
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And famine,^ as the wise man says, gripes the guts 
As much as any mineral. This may be treacle * 
Sent to preserve me after a long fast j 
Or, be it viper’s spittle. I’ll run the hazard. 
Master. We are past all fear ; I’ll take part with 
you. 

Tib. Do : _ 

And now, i’faith, how do you feel yourself ? 

{Thereat. 

I find great ease in't. What’s here ? wine, an’t be 
Thy will ! strong lusty wine ! [Drinks.^ Well, fools 
may talk , 

Of mithridate, cordials, and elixirs ; 

But from my youth this was my only physic. 
Here’s a colour ! 

What lady’s cheek, though cerused o’er, comes 
near it? 


It sparkles too, hangs out diamonds : Oh, my sweet- 
heart. 

How I will hug thee i again, and again ! 

They are poor drunkards, and not worth thy fa 
vours, , 

That number thy moist kisses in these crystals. 

Master. But, monsieur, 

Here are suckets,^ and sweet dishes. 

Tib. Tush! boy’s meat! 

I am past it : Here is strong food, fit for men. 
Nectar, old lad! — Mistress of merny hearts, 

Once moi'e I am bold with you. ^ , 

Master. Take heed, man ! 


2 Tills word is liere again oultfced In the first folio. 

- ^ Treacle.'] A mecliciiie now obsolete^ compounded of above 
sixty ingredients; as well as mithridatSf mentyoned a few lines 
afterj supposed to be a preservative: against poison. 

^ SucMs.l A kind of confectionary* as has been before ob- 
jjerved. ' ' " '■ 
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Too much will breed distemper. 

Tib. Hast thou lived at sea 
The most part of thy life, where to be sober. 

While we have wine aboard, is capital treason. 

And dost thou preach sobriety ? 

Master. Pr^ythee, forbear ; 

We may offend in it ; we know not for whom 
It was provided. 

Tib. I am sure for me ; 

Therefore, footra! when I am full, let ’em hang me; 
I care not ! 

Master. This has been his temper ever. — 

See, provoking dishes ; candied eringoes, and po« 
tatoes ! 

Tib. rU not touch *em ; I will drink 
But not a bit on a march ; I’ll be an eunuch ra- 
ther. 

Tnter Albeet, Aminta, and Raymond, on one side; 
Lamure, Morillat, a7id Franville, on the 
other. 

Master. Who are these ? 

Tib. Marry, who you will ; 

I keep my text here. 

Alb. Raymond? 

Raym. Albert? 

Tib. Aw&y ! I’ll be drunk alone ; ? 

Keep off, ro^es, or I’ll belhh ye into air ; 

Not a drop here I 

Amin. Dear brother, put not in your eyes such 
anger! 

Those looks, poison’d with fury, shot at him. 
Reflect on me. Oh, brother, look milder, or 
The crystal of his temperance will turn 
Them on yourself. 

Alb. Sir, I have sought you long 
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To find your pardon ; you have plough’d tlie ocean 
To wreak your vengeance on me, for the rape 
Of this fair virgin. Now our fortune guides us 
To meet on such hard terms, that we need rather 
A mutual pity of our present state. 

Than to expostulate of breaches past, 

^Vhich cannot be made up. And though it be 
Far from your power to force me to confess 
That I have done you wrong, or, such submission 
Failing to make my peace, to vent your anger, 
Yfou being yourself slaved, as I, to others j 
Yet for your sister’s sake, her blessed sake. 

In part of recompence of what she has sufier’d 
For my rash folly, the contagion 
Of my black actions catching hold upon 
Her purer innocence, I crave your mercy ; 

And wish, however several motives kept us 
From being friends while we had hope to live. 

Let death, which we expect, and cannot fly from. 
End all contention ! 

Tib. Drink upon it ; 

’Tis a good motion ! ratify it in wine. 

And ’tis authentical ! 

Rayni. When I consider 
The ground of our long difference, and look on 
Our not-to-be-avoided miseries. 

It doth beget in me, I know not how, 

A soft religious tenderness j which tells me, 
Though we have many faults to answer for 
Upon our own account, our father’s crimes 
Are in us punish’d. Oh, Albert, the.fioui^ , 

They took to leave us rich was not honest ; 

Nor can that friendship last which Virtue joins not. 
When first they forced the industrious Portugals 
From their plantations in the Happy Islands — - 

Croc. This is that I watch for. {_Apart. 

Maim, And did omit no tyranny which men. 
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Inured to spoil and mischief, could inflict 
On the grieved suiierers ; when 'by lawless rapine 
They reap’d the harvest which their labours sow’dj 
And not content to force ’em from their dwelling, 
But laid for ’em at sea, to ravish from ’em 
The last remainder of their wealth ; then, then, 
After a long pursuit, each doubting other. 

As guilty of the Portugals’ escape. 

They did begin to quarrel, like ill men : 

(Forgive me, piety, that I call ’em so !) 

No longer love or correspondence holds 
Than it is cemented with prey or profit : 

Then did they turn those swords they oft had 
bloodied 

With innocent gore, upon their wretched selves, 
And paid the forfeit of their cruelty 
Shewn to Sebastian and his colony. 

By being fatal enemies to each other, 
llience grew Aminta’s rape, and my desire 
To be revenged. And now observe the issue i 
As they for spoil forgot compassion 
To women, (who should ever be exempted 
From the extremities of a lawful war) 

We now, young able men, are fallen into. 

The hands of women ; that, against the soft 
Tenderness familiar to their sex. 

Will shew no mercy. 

' ' , •' CJlfoCAIiE. 

Croc. None, unless you shew us 
Our long-lost husbands. 

We are those Portugals you talk’d of 
Raiftn. Stay! . 

I met upon the sea in a tall ship 
Two Portugals, famish’d almost to deah. 

. Tib. Our ship, by this wine. 
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And those tlie rogues that stoIe-Jl^rj ; . , 

Left us to famish in the Barren Mands ! ■ 

Raym. Some such tale they told me f 
And something of a woman, which I find 
To be my sister. 

Croc. Where are these men ? 

Raym. I left ’em. 

Supposing they had deluded me 
With forged tales, in the island, where they said 
They had lived many years, the wretched owners 
Of a huge mass ’of treasure. 

Alh. The same men. 

And that the fatal muck vve quarrell’d foi*. 

Croc. They were Portugals, you say ? 

Raym. So they profess’d. 

Croc. They may prove such men as may save 
your lives ; 

And so much I am taken with fair hope. 

That I will hazard life to be resolved on’t. 

How came you hither ? 

Raym. My ship lies by the river’s mouth, 

That can convey ye to these wretched men 
Which you desire to see. 

Croc. Back to your prisons. 

And pray for the success ! If they be those 
Which I desire to find, you are safe ; if not. 
Prepare to die to-morrow ! for the world 
Cannot redeem ye. 

Alb. However, we are arm’d 
For either fortune. 

[^Exeiint all hut ImAtr mi Cmchu.. 
Tib. What must become of me now. 

That I am not dismiss’d ? , ^ 

Croc. Oh, sir, I purpose f 

To have your company. 

Tib. Take heed, wicked woman ! 

I am apt to mischief nowV: ; 
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Ooc. You cannot . . , 

Be so unkind, to her that gives you liberty. 

I shall be too kind, that’s the devil on’t ! 

I have had store of good wine ; and, when I ana 
drunk, 

Joan is a lady to me, and I shall lay 

About me, like a lord. 1 feel strange motions ! 

Avoid me, temptation 1 

Croc. Come, sir 5 I’ll help you in. lExetinL 


SCENE III. 


The Ttesart Island. 


Sebastian Nicusa, 

Nkusa. What may that be . 

That moves upon the lake ? 

Seb. Still it draws nearer ; 

And now I plainly can discern it : 

It is the Trench ship. 

Nicusa. Ih-it a womsm^ 

Who seems to invite us to her. 
aSsZ). Still she calls 

With signs of love to hasten to her : 

So lovely hope doth still appear, 

I feel nor age, nor weakness. 

Nicusa. Though it bring death. 

To us ’tis comfort, and deserves a meeting : 

Or else Tortune, tired with what we have suffered, 
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And in it overcome, as it may be. 

Now sets a period to our misery. [Mmmf, 


SCENE IV. 


T/ie Island of the Amazons. An Altar prepared. 
Horrid Mmk. 


Enter severally Eaymonb, Albeet, and Aminta, 

Raym. What dreadful sounds are these ? 

Amin. Infernal music. 

Fit for a bloody feast. 

Alb. It seems prepared 
To kill our courages, ere they divorce 
Our souls and bodies. 

Raym. But they that fearless fall. 

Deprive them of their triumph. 

An Altar prepared. Enter Roseuua, 

JULETTA, HiPPOLITA, 4-C. 

Amin. See the furies, 

In their full trim of cruelty 1 

Ros. ’Tis the last . 

Duty that I can pay to my dead Iprd. 

Set out the altar ! I myself will be 

The priest, and boldly do those horrid ritc> 

You shake to think on. Lead these captmns nearer , 
For they shall have the honour . to fail first 
To my Sebastian’s ashes. And now’, wretches. 

As I am taught already, that you are. 
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And lately by your free eQiiifessiojji:; ; 

Erencb pirates, and the sons of those I hate 
Even equal with the devil ; hear, with horror, 
"What ’tis invites me to this cruel course. 

And what you are to suffer ! No Amazons we. 

But women of Portugal, that must have from you 

Sebastian and Nicusa : We are they 

That groan’d beneath your fathers’ wrongs I We are 

Those wretched women 

Their injuries pursued and Overtook, 

And from the sad remembrance of our losses 
We are taught to be cruel. When we were forced 
From that sweet air w'e breathed in, by their rapine, 
And sought a place of being, as the seas 
And winds conspired with their ill purposes9 
To load us with afflictions, in a storm 
That fell upon us, the two ships that brought us. 
To seek new fortunes in an unknown wmrld. 

Were severed ; the one bore all the able men, 

Our treasure and our jewels ; in the other 
We women were embark’d, and fell upon. 

After long tossing in the troubled main. 

This pleasant island ; but in few months 
The men that did conduct us hither died : 

We long before had given our husbands lost, 
llememb’ring what we had suffer’d by the French, 
We took a solemn oath ne’er to admit 
The curs’d society of men. Necessity 
Taught us those Wts, not UOTal to our sex,; 

And the fertile earth yielding abundance to us, 

We did resolve, thus shaped like Amazons 
To end our lives : But when you arrived here, 

And brought as presents to us our own jew’els. 
Those which were borne in the other ship — 

How can ye hope to ’scape oUr vengeance ? 

Amin. It boots not then to swear our innocence ? 

Alh. Or that we never forced it from the owners ? 
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Raym. Or that there are a remnant of that wreck. 
And not far off*? 

Ros. Ail you affirm, 1 know. 

Is but to win time ; therefore prepare your throats ; 
The world shall not redeem ye 1 And, that vour 
cries 

May find no entrance to our ears, to move 
Pity in any, bid loud music sound 
Their fatal knells ! If ye have prayers, use ’em 
Quickly, to any power will own ye. — 

Enter Crocaee, SEBASTiA%NrcusA, and Tibalt. 

But ha ! who are these ? wffiat spectacles of misfor- 
tune? 

Why are their looks so full of joy and wonder ? 
Croc. Oh, lay by 

These instruments of death, and Welcome to 
Your arms what you durst never hope to embrace 1 
This is Sebastian : this Nicusa, madam; 

Preserved by miracle. — Look up, dear sir. 

And know your own Rosellia ! be not lost 
In wonder and amazement ; or if nature 
Can, by instinct, instruct you what it is 
To be bless’d with the name of father, freely 
Enjoy it in "this fair virgin ! 

Seb. Though my miseries. 

And many years of w^ants I have endured, 

May tvell deprive me of the memory 
Of all joys past ; yet, looking on this building, 
This ruin’d building of a heavenly fprio 
In my Rosellia, I must remember ■ 

I am Sebastian. 

Ros. Oh, my joys! 

Seb. And here, 

I see a perfect model of thyself. 

As thou wert when thy choice first made thee ntiue ! 
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These cheeks and fronts, though wrinkled now with 
time, 

Which art cannot restore, had equal pureness 
Of natural white and red, and as much ravishing : 
Which, by fair order and succession, 

I see descend on her ; and may thy virtues 
Wind into her form, and make her a perfect dower. 
No part of thy sweet goodness wanting to her i 
I will not now, Rosellia, ask thy fortunes. 

Nor trouble thee with hearing'mine ; 

Those shall hereafter serve to make glad hours 
In their relation. All past wrongs forgot, 

I am glad to see you, gentlemen ; but most, 

That it is in my power to save your lives ; 

You saved ours, when we were near starved at sea. 
And I despair not— for, if she be mine, 

Rosellia can deny Sebastian notliing, 

Herself, her power and joys, and all, to you, 

To be discharged of ’em as too burdensome j 
Welcome in any shape ! 

Seh. Sir, in your looks,*' I read [To Raymond. 

® Szr, in your looks, 

I read your suit of my Clarinda ; — ] As there is no stage di- 
rection in the original, Seward was of course anxious to inform 
the reader upon whom Clarinda was to be bestowed; but he un- 
fortunately fixed upon her own cousin, Nicusa. There cannot 
be a doubt that Raymond is designed to be the happy man, as 
the last editors suppose. And Mason properly observes, that Se- 
bastian would not have addressed his nephew and companion in 
misfortune, in such a formal manner, and says, that “ Amintahad 
prepared us for this event, by telling Clarinda in a former scene, 
that she had another brother 

That far excels this, [Albert] 

Both in the ornaments of man, and making.” 

Add to this, that Clarinda, in the first scene of this act, anxiously 
enquires whether “ the new-come prisoner too,” that is, Ray- 
mond, is to be included in the mandate of death issued by her 
mother. 
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Your suit of my CJarinda; slie is yoursi 
And, lady, if it be in me to confirm 
Your hopes in this brave gentleman, presume 
I am your servant. 

Alb. We thank you, sir. 

Amin. Oh, happy hour ! 

Alb. Oh, my dear Aminta, 

Now all our fears are ended. 

Tib. Here I fix ; she is mettle. 

Steel to the back, and will cut ray leaden dagger. 
If not used with discretion. 

Croc. You are still no changeling. 

Seb. Nay, all look cheerfully ; for none shall be 
Denied their lawful wishes. When a while 
We have here refresh’d ourselves, %ve will return 
To our several homes : And well that Voyage ends, 
That makes of deadly enemies, faithful iriends ! 

[Exetmt. 
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NOBLE GENTLEMAN. 



This comedy, which was given to the press in the folio of 
i64?7, w^as written long after the death ot Beaumont, and indeed 
very, shortly before the demise of Fletcher, as it was licensed 
after his death by the master of the revels, Feb. 5 ^ 16^5-6. 
It was acted at the Biackfriars, Gardiner ascribes it to Fiet* 
cher, but the prologue speaks of it as tjie production of more than 
one author. But as that was professedly written some twenty 
years^^ after, and as the epilogue speaks of' it as an ** old monu- 
ment of wit,^’ little reliance can be placed upon the testimony of 
the revivers. Besides, the same prologue is preiixed to some of 
the quartos of lliierry and Theodoret; (See voL XI L) and it 
cannot be decided whether it was written for that tragady or the 
present drama. As the play was not acted till after the death of 
‘Fletch(?r, and as it appears in a very crude, unhnished state, it is 
possible that, being left imperfect by that poet, some of his 
friends finished it ; perhaps Shirley, is known to have com- 
pleted several of Fletcher’s posthumous pieces. 

In the year 1688 , that universal plagiarist, Tom Durfey, brought 
out his comedy of A FooPs Preferment, or the Three Dukes of 
Dunstable, which was acted at the Queen’s Theatre, Dorset Gar- 
dens. It Is little more than a transcript of The -Xoble Gentle- 
man^ with' the exception of one scene, taken from a novel called 
tlie ’Humours of Basset* With respect to this alteration, Sir 
George Etherege, in a letter to the i)uke of 'Buckingham, says, 

By ray lasTpacket from England, among a heap of nauseous 
trash, 1 received the Three Dukes of Dunstable, which is really 
so monstrous and insipid, that i am sorry Lapland or Livonia had 
not the honour of producing it ; but' if 1 did penance in reading 
it, I rejoiced to hear that It was so solemnly interred to the tune 
of cat-calIsP’ 
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It must be confessed, that The Noble Gentleman cannot claim 
a high rank amongst the productions of its author. The very 
title approaches to absurdity, for what pretensions has Marine 
to any nobleness of mind ? It must, we think, be held to mean, 
the “ Gentleman foolishly aping nohility but if it does, though 
the absurdity is got quit of, much obscurity remains. There are, 
no doubt, scenes of high humour in this piece, and the plot is 
sufficiently amusing, but the incidents are farcical, and beyond^all 
bounds of probability ; and poetical justice, which required the 
punishment of Marine's wanton wife, and of the two despicable 
courtiers who plot with her to make a fool of her good-natured 
husband, is entirely neglected. Perhaps the comedy was a peace- 
offering, intended to deprecate the wrath which the ladies might 
have been inspired with by Rule a Wife and Have a Wife, pro- 
duced shortly before. ClerimonPs character appears in a very fa- 
vourable light at the commencement, and we are not at ail pre- 
pared for the ultimate weakness which he exhibits. The subor- 
dinate plot of Shattillion and his mistress is evidently a copy of 
Betcher’sown Mad Lover, and infinitely inferior to the original, 
which itself cannot be classed amongst the most ingenious fictions 
of its author.^ In short, the comedy does not bear a scrupulous 
closet examination, though a slight perusal certainly affords amuse* 
ment, and its exhibition on the stage might entertain an audience 
willing to be pleased. 


PROLOGUE, 

' ■ AT A REViVAL. 


Wit i% become an antic, and puts on 
As many shapes of variation. 

To court the timers applause, as the times dare 
Change several fashions : Nothing is thought rare 
Which is not new, and followed ; yet we know 
That what was worn some twenty years ago 
Comes into grace again : And we pursue 
That custom, by presenting to your view 
A play in fashion then, not doubting now 
But ^twill appear the same, if you aOow 
Worth to their noble memory, whose name, 
Beyond all power of death, lives in their tame. 


DEAMATIS PERSONAE. 

l Monsieur Moun^Marine,’ &e Nohk Gentleman, but 

/ none of the Wisest. 

jJaques, an old servant to Marine’s family. 

jClenmont, agvM^ cousin to Marine, 

Uentleman, servant to Marine’s wife. 

i BSrr Ma. 

Doctor. 

Page. 

Gentlemen. 

Anthony, Clerimonfs servant. 

^dy, 011/6 to Marine, a rntti/ imnlm. 

StiUiontX v'’ “ gentleamtan. 

1 yt/r . ® Mistress, a virtuous virgin. 

A Maria, servant to Marine’s wife. 

AGEATIE, -—Paris. 



or suitor Thfe S Af l^ ^ Gentleman mnt, that is, lover 
characters, seems to 

hazarded in thelnSSn supposition 

Cher in an unfiniB sSe ^ 



4 Room in the House of Marine* 


Enter Marime arid Jaques, 


Mar. What happiness waits on the life at couil, 
What dear content, greatness, delight, and ease ! 
What ever-springing hopes, what tides of honour. 
That raise their fortunes to the height of wishes ! 
What can be more in man, what more in nature, 
Thatt to be great and fear’d ? A courtier, 

A noble courtier ! ’Tis a name that draws i , ^ 
Wfender and duty from all eyes and knees. 

Jaques. And so your worships land within the 
walls,* 


And so your ixorsMp’s land Viitkm the mils.] The word so 
has the force of also ; Jaques’s meaning is, that the name of cour- 
tier not only draw? wonder from all eyes, but draws his mastcr’-j 
land also within the wails. — Mason. 
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Wliere you shall have it all enclosed, and sure. 
Mar. Peace, knave 1 dull creature, bred of sweat 
and smoke. 

These mysteries are far above thy faith : 

But thou shalt see 

Jaques. And then I shall believe. 

Your fair revenues, turn’d into fair suits ; 

I shall believe your tenants bruised and rent. 
Under the weight of coaches ; all your state 
Drawn through the streets in triumph ; suits for 
places 

Plied with a mine of gold, and being got 
Fed with a great stream. I shall believe all this. 
Mar. You shall believe, and know me glori- 

Miter Clerimont. 

Cousin, good day and health ! 

Cler. The same to you, sir ; 

And more, without my wishes, could you know 
What calm content dwells in a private house® — 
Yet look into yourself ; retire ! This place 
Of promises, and protestations, fits 
Minds only bent to ruin : You should know this ; 
You have their language perfect ; you have tutors, 
I do, not doubt, sufficient : But beware ! 

’ Af^* .Xou.aro merr:y, com 
Cfer. Yet ybuf patience ; 

® And more, imthout my wishes, could you Icnow 
' What calm content dwells in a private house.'] We do not quite 
understand these two lines ; The meaning, though obscurely ex- 
pressed, seems to be, “ I wish you happiness ; which you might 
have, and more, without my wishes, if you knew the comforts of 
a private life.” — Ed. 1778 . ■ 

It' is by no means improbable that a. line following these has 
been lost at the press. . 
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You shall learn that too, but not like itself, 

Where it is held a virtue. Tell me, sir, 

Have you cast up your state, rated your land. 

And find it able to endure the change 
Of time and fashion ? Is it always harvest ? 

Always vintage ? Have you ships at sea. 

To bring you gold and stone fi’om rich Peru, 
Monthly returning treasure ? Doth the king 
Open his large exchequer to your hands, , 

And bid you be a great man ? Gan your wife 
Coin off her beauty ? or the week allow 
Suits to each day, and know no ebb in honour ? 

If these be possible, and can hold out, 

Then be a courtier still, and still be wasting. 

Jlar. Cousin, pray give me leave ! 

Cler. I have done. 

Mar. I could requite your gaU, and in a strain 
As bitter, and as full of rhubarb, preach 
Against your country life ; but ’tis below me, 

And only subject to my pity! Know, 

The eminent court, to them that can be wdse. 

And fasten on her blessings, is a sun 
That draws men up from coarse and earthly being, 
(I mean these men of merit that have power 
And reason to make good her benefits) 

Learns them a manly boldness, gwes their tongues 
Sweetness of language, makes them apt to please. 
Files off all rudeness and uncivil ffiaviour, 

Shews them as neat in carriage^ as in clothes. 
Cousin, have you ever seen the court ? 

Ckr. No,, sir; ; ■■If:,":';': '' 

Nor am I yet in travail with fihat longing. 

Mar. Oh, the state ; 

And greatness of that place, where men are found 
Only to give the first creation glory i 

“ Cmri£tg€*J Courtlv bolmviaun 

1 !> 
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Those are the models of the ancient worlds 
Left like the Homan statues to stir up 
Our following hopes ; the place itself puts on 
The brow of majesty, and flings her lustre 
Like the air newly lighten’d ; form, and order. 
Are only there themselves, unforced, and sound. 
As they were first created to this place. 

C/er. You nobly came, but will go from thence 
base ! - 

Mar. ’Twas very pretty, and a good conceit ; 
You have a wit, good cousin : I do joy in’t ; 

Keep it for court. But to myself again ! 

When I have view’d these pieces, turn’d these eyes. 
And, with some taste of superstition, 

.Look’d on the wealth of Nature, the fair damfis, 
Beauties, that light the court, and make it shew 
Like a fair Heaven in a frosty night, 

And ’mongst these .mine, not poorest—’Tis for 
tongues 

Of blessed poets, such as Orpheus was. 

To give their worth and praises ! Oh, dear cousin. 
You have a wife, and fair ; bring her hither, 

Let her not live to be the mistress of 
A farmer’s heir, and be confined ever 
To a serge, far coarser than my horse-cloth ! 

Let her have velvets, tiffinies, jewels, pearls, . 

A coach, an ushei’, and her two lacquiesj 4 . 

And 1 will send my wifeto. giy-j? 

And read the rudimdp^ to her. 

Clet'. Sir, I had rather sBro her to Virginia, 

To help to propagate the English nation. 

^ Virgmia,'} attempt to; setde Virginia was at first very 
iHisticcessful, were propagated, wliicli made it 

difficult to to venture' thither ; To these cir* 

i^«stances t%:‘aui1ior ^ plainly, alludes. Among the pamphlets 
piihlished about this period was the following ; A true Declara- 
tion of the Estate of the Colohie in Virginia ; wdth a Confataticn 
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Eiiter a Servant. 

Mar. Simli, how slept jour mistress, and what 
visitants 

Are to pay service ? 

Sew. Sir, as I came out, 

Two counts were newly enter’d. 

Mar. This is greatness ; 

But few' such servants wait a country beauty. 

Cler. They are the more to thank their modesty : 
God keep my wife, and all my issue female. 

From such uprisings ! * 

Enter Doctor. 

Mar. What, my learned doctor ! 

You will be welcome : Give her health and youth. 
And I will give you gold. — Doctor. 

Cousin, how savours this ? Is it not sweet. 

And very great ? tastes it not of nobleness ? * 

Cler. ’Faith, sir, my palate is too dull and lazy ; 

I cannot taste it ; ’tis not for my relish : 

But be so still ! since your own nysery 

Must first reclaim you ; to which I leave you, sir. 

If you will yet be happy, leave the humour. 

And base subjection to your wife ; be wise. 

And let her know with speed you are her husband ! 
I shall be glad to hear it. My horse is sent for. 

Mar. Even such another country thing as this 
Was I ; such a piece of dirt, so heavy, ist 

So provident to heap up ignorance, 

of such scandalous Eeports as have tended to the Disgrace of so 
worthy an Enterprise. Published by AdvLse and Direction of the 
Councell of Virginia.” 4to. lQlO.~ll~Beed. 

s Uprisings.] Clerimont quibbles on the old meaniug of thi< 
word, viz. churching a woman. 
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And be an ass ; such musty clothes wore I, 

So old and thread-bare : I do yet remember 
Divers young gallants, lighting at my gate 
To sec my honour’d wife, have offer’d pence. 

And bid me walk their horses. Such a slave 
Was I in show then j but niy eyes are open’d. — 

Uwfer Lad^, 

Many sweet morrows to my worthy wife ! 

Lad^- ’Tis well, and aptly given ; as much for 
you! 

But to my present business, whiclr is money. 

Mar. Lady, I have none left. 

Lad^. I hope you dare not say so, nor imagine 
So base and low a thought ; “ I have none left ?” 
Are these words fitting for a man of worth. 

And one of your full credit ? Do you know 
The place you live in ? me ? and what I labour 
For you, and your advancement ? 

31 ar. Yes, my dearest. 

Zadi/. And do you pop me off’ with this slight 
answer', 

‘‘ In troth I hav^ none left ?” In ti'oth, 'you must 
have ! 

Nay, stare not ; ’tis most ti-ue : Send speedily 
To all that love you, let your people fly 
Like thunder through the city, and not return 
Under five thuusattAorpwnst Try all, take allj 
Let not a wealthy merchant be untempted. 

Or any one that hath the name of money ; 

Take up at any use g;ive band,^ or land, 

^ Tah upjxf any 2^5^,] u e. interest. 

^ the antiexiti'iuode of spelling the word: 

Since feith could get no credit at his hand, ; 

I sent him Word to come and sue my hand^^^ - 

Churchyard’s Challenge, p, 152 Ed. 1788 * 
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Or mighty statutes,® able by their strength 
To tie up Samson were he now alire. 

There must be money gotten ; for, l>e persuaded, 

If we faU now, or be but seen to shrink 
Under our fair beginnings, ’tis our ruin. 

And then good night to all but our disgrace i 
Farewell, the hope of coming happiness, 

And all the aims we ievell’d at so long ! ’ 

Are you not moved at this ? No sense of want. 
Towards yourself yet breeding ? , ; 

Be old, and common, jaded to the eyes 
Of grooms,and pages, chambermaids, and guarders; 
And when you have done, put your poox^ house in 
order. 

And hang youi'self ! for such must be tlie end 
Of him that willingly forsakes his hopes. 

And hath a joy to tumble to his ruin. 

All that I say is certain ; if you fail. 

Do not impute me with it ; I am clear. 

Mar. Now Heaven forbid I should do wrong to 
you. 

My dearest wife, and madam ! Yet give leave 
To your poor creature to unfold himself : 

You know my debts are many more than means, 
My bands not taken in, my friends at home 
Drawn dry with these expenccs, my poor tenants 
More foil of want than we ; then what new course 

8 Or mighty statutes, &c.3 Hamlet, taking up a skull in the 
church-yard, says — “ This i'eliow might be in’S time a great buyer 
of land, with his statutes, his recogpiaanc^, his fines, &c.” “ By 
a statute,” Sir Malone observed, “ Is here meant not an act of 
parliament, but a species of secarity fer money affecting real pro- 
perty ; whereby the lands of the debtor are conveyed to the cre- 
ditor, till out of the rents and profits of them his" debt may be 
satisfied.” 

9 We levied at so long.'} Mr Theobald saw with me tluit this 
oversight must take its birth no where but at the press ; mid ycl 
it is upwards of an hundred years old. — Sympson. 
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Can I beget to raise those crowns by ? Snealr 
And I shall execute. ^ ^ 

Lady. Pray tell rae true ; 

Have you not land in the country ? 

Afar. Pardon me! 

I had fbrg’ot it. 

Lady. Sir, you must remember it : 
rhm-e IS no remedy : This land must be 
in rans ere to-morrow nisht. * 

Mar. It shall. 

Let me consider : Some three hundred acres 
vVill serve the turn. 

Lady. ’Twill furnish at all points. 

Aow you speak like yourself; and know, like him ^ 
That means to be a man ; suspect no less, . 

;hor the return will give you five for one : 

You shall be great to-morrow ; I have said it. 
±aiewell ; and see this business be a-foot 
With expedition i rr, . 

Afar. Health, all joy, and honour, ^ ^ 

Wait on my lovely wife !_What, Jaqucs, Jaques ! 

Enter Jaques. 

Jaques. Sir, did you call ? • . . 

Jfar. I did so. Hie thee, Jaques, ' 

rConceiv^mp^^^ff"^ t® some good merchant 
bfihr thlV? private) 

Ufler thiee hundred :^ci:es. of ffly land:- 1 ^ 

Say It IS choice and Fertile ; ask upon it . 

^ive thousand crownsi. This is the business 
I must employ thee ife,^e wise and speedy ! 


«» to be 
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Jaqiies. Sir, do not do this. 

Mar. Knave, I must have money. _ 

Jaques. If you have money thus, yoiir knave must 
tell you. 

You will not have a foot of land left : Be more 
W'ary, 

And more friend to yourself! This honest land, 
Your worship has discarded, has been true, 

And done you loyal service. 

Mar. Gentle Jaques, 

You have a meny wit ; employ it well 
About the business you ha^'e now in hand. 

When you comeback, enquire me in the presence;^ 
If not i’ th’ Tennis-court, or at my house. [Ihii. 
Jaques. If this vein hold, I know where to en- 
• quire you. 

Five thousand crowns ? This, with good husbandry. 
May hold a month out ; then five thousand more. 
And more land a-bleeding for’t ; as many more. 
And more land laid aside 1 God, and St "Dennis, 
Keep honest-minded young men bachelors ! 

’Tis strange, my master should be yet so young 
A puppy, that he cannot see his fall, 

And got so near the sun. I’ll to his cousin, 

And once more tell him of it ; if he fail, 

Then to my mortgage, next unto my sale ! [E.w7. 

® Pma/cc’.] Tbc audience diamber at the palace® 
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SCENE 11. 


A Hall in the same. 


Enter Longueville, Beaueokt, and Gentleman^ 

Gent. Gentlemen, hold on discourse a while ; 

I shall return with knowledge how and where 
We shall have best access unto my mistress. 

To tender your devotions. [Exit. 

Long. Be it so. 

Now to our first discourse ! 

Bean. I pr’ythce, peace ! 

Thou canst not be so bad, or make me know^ 

Such things are living ! Do not give thyself 

5 Or make me kiiow.]^ I once thought the line faulty^and had 
altered it thus, 

•«*— — or make me trow, - , “ • i \ - 

i. e. Mme; but ^tis certainly right as it stands. Tliusii^SIr Phi- 
lip Sidney^s Arcadia, book i* page 10, of the edition of 1674, — 
beseeching her {PariJmiia) CDen with tearsj to know, that his h^c 
was not so superficial as to go no farther than her AVz.— iSympson. 

To this note die; epnamentator'adds a defaice of the old read- 
ing of a passagelaTh§Mad%''l'tigedy, which was unnecessarily 
altered by Theobald;. and then occurs the following passage, 
which contains such very, wholesome advice, that it is to be la- 
mented that he and his still bolder coadjutor did not profit from 
the lesson: — This shews plainly upon what weak foundations 
very often conjectural emendations stand, and how plausible so- 
ever the alteration may appear, still the text is to be handled 
very tenderly, and great care ought to be taken that the author 
be hot iajured, 'when 'we"'thinl:' we wte doing him ahindness/'*;- ' ■" 
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So common and so idle, so open vile. 

So great a wronger of thy worth, so low ! • 

I cannot, nor I must not credit thee. 

Long. Now, by this light, I am a whoremaster ; 
An open and an excellent whoremaster ; 

And take a special glory that I am so ! 

I thank my stars I am a whoremaster ; 

And such a one as dare be known and seen. 

And pointed at to be a noble wencher. 

Beau. Do not let all ears hear this ; Hark you, 
sir! 

I am myself a whoremaster ; I am, 

Believe it, sir ; (in private be it spoken) 

I love a w'hoi'e directly ; Most men are 
Wenchers,. and have professed the science ; few 
men 

That look upon ye now, but whoremasters. 

Or have a full desire to be so. 

Long. This is noble i 

Beau. It is without all question, being private, 
And held as needful as intelligence ; 

But, being once discover’d, blown abroad. 

And known to common senses, ’tis no more 
Than geometrical rules in carpenters. 

That only know some measure of an art. 

But are not grounded. Be no more deceived I 
I have a conscience to reclaim you, sir.— ^ 
Mistake me not I I do not bid you leave 
Your whore, or less to love her ; Heaven forbid it. 
I should be such a viUain to my friend, 

s J haw a conscience to reclaim you, sir. 2 Sfeapson, Sreatt) 
forgetting the caution which he himself had given to himself an. 
others, makes here a very needless alteration, aud reads, 

“ I have no conscience to reclaim you, sir.” 

■2 r.- ■ 
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Or so unnatural ! ’twas ne’er harboiur’d. here ! — 
Learn to be secret first ; then strike your deer ! 
Long. Your fair instructions, monsieur, I shall 
learn* 

Beau. And you shall have them : I desire your 
; ears.'^ '--y-S 

Long. They are your servants. 

Beau. You must not love 

Long. How, sir ! 

Beau. I mean a lady ; there is danger : 

She hath an usher and a waiting-gentlewoman, 

A page, a coachman ; these are fee’d, and fee’d. 
And yet for all that will be prating. 

Long. So ! 

. Beau. You understand me, sir ; they will disco- 
ver’t. 

And there’s a loss of credit ; table-talk 
Will be the end of this, or worse than that : 

Will this be worthy of a gentleman ? 

Long. Proceed, good sir ! 

Beau. Next, leave your city dame ; 

The best of that tribe are most merely coy,^ 

Or most extremely foolish ; both which vices i 
Are no great stirrers-up, unless in husbands 
That owe*® this cattle ; fearing her that’s coy 
To be but seeming, her that’s fool too forward. 

Long. This is the rarest fellow, and the soundest, 
I m^n in knowledge, that e’er wore ^ codpfoce v’' 

* I desire your care.3 Syrapson reads ear for care. The reply 
makes it necessary to read ew.— Ed. 1778. 

S' iifbsf merely coy. j That is, most absolutely coy. The word 
in this sense, occurs more than once in these plays. 

Otd^li A common word in. old writers, equivalent to own, 
That ier teore a codpiece.] Whoever wishes to be acquainted 
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He has found out that will pass all Italy, 

All France and England, (to their shamesT speah. 
And to the griefs of all their gentlemen) 

The noble theory of luxury. 

Beau, Your patience. 

And I will lay before your eyes a course 
That I myself found out j ’tis excellent. 

Easy, and full of freedom. 

Long. Oh, good sir, 

You rack me, till I know it. : 

Beau. This it is : 

When your desire is up, your blood well heated. 
And apt for sweet encounter, chuse the night, 
And with the night your wench j the streets have 
store ; 

There seize upon her, get her to your chamber, 
Give her a cardecue,® ’tis royal payment ; 

When ye are dull, dismiss her ; no man knows. 
Nor she herselfj who hath encounter’d her. 

Long, Oh, but their faces ! 

Beau. Never talk of faces ! . 

The night allows her equal with a duchess : 
Imagination doth all ; think her feir, 

And great, clapt in velvet,® she is so. 

Sir, I have tried those, and do find it certain. 

It never fails me : ’Tis but twelve nights since 
My last experience. 


witli this particular relative to dress, may consult Bulwer’s Arti- 
ficial Changeling, in which such matters are yety amply discuTOd. 

Mr Bteeven^s Note on Tvso Gentlemen 1 ^'Verona.^BA. 1778. 

® Give her a cardecue,] A corruption a£ ^uatt d’escu, wWch, 
says Cotgrave, is “ a silver piece of coyne, worth 18d. sterling.” 

* And great, clapt in velvet. 1 Symp^n and the last editors 
read yclad in velvet. The only reason for this variation is ths 
metre, which is very irregular in this play. 
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Oh, myimching* varlet, \A'j^(xrt, 

I’ll fit you, as X live 

’Tis excellept 5 I’ll be your scholar, sir. 

’Emter Lady and Gentleman.^ 

^ both! ’Trotli 

gentlemen. 

You have been strangers 5 I could chide you for’t. 
And task you with unkindness. What’s the news ? 
The town was never empty of some novelty ; 
Servant, what’s your intelligence ? 

Gent. ’Faith, nothing : 

I have not heard of any worth relating. 

Beau. Nor I, sweet lady. 

Long. Then give me attention : 

Monsieur Shattillion’s mad. 

Lady. Mad ? 

Long. Mad as May-butter j 
And, which is more, mad for a wench. 

Lady. ’Tis strange. 

And full of pity. 

Long. All that comes near him 
He thinks are come Of purpose to betray him j 
Being full of strange conceit, the wench he loved 
Stood very near the crown. 

Lady. Alas, good monsieur ! 

A* was a proper man, and fair demean’d ; 

A person worthy of a better temper. 


* MicUng.l This is a tenn of very frequent occurrence ia old 
plays, and of no very determined import. Here it is evidently 
used in a wanton sense. So in the Scornful Lady, 

- Sure she has some meecUng rascal in her house. 

* SMer Lady erad Servant] So the old folios : smmt being 
taken in the usual sense of iHiitor. 
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Long. He is strong opinion’d, that the wench 
he loved 

Remains close prisoner hy the king’s command. 
Pearing her title : When the poor grieved gentle- 
woman 

Follows him much lamenting, and much loving. 
In hope to make him well, he knows her not. 

Nor any else that comes to visit him. 

Lady. Let’s walk in, gentlemen, and there dis- 
course 

His further miseries ! You shall stay dinner j 
In truth, you must obey. 

All. We are your servants ! [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


A Street. 


Enter CtEEmoNT. 

Ckr. There’s no good to be done, no cure to 
be wrought 

Upon my desperate kinsman : I’ll to horse. 

And leave him to the fool’s whip, misery. 

I shall recover twenty miles this night ; 

My horse stands ready j I’ll away with speed. ; * 

Enter ShatuxioW t'; ^ 

Shat. Sir, may 1 crave your name? 

Cler. Yes, sir, you may : 

My name is Clerimont. 
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Shat. ’Tis well. Your faction ? 

What party knit you with ? 

Cler. I know no parties. 

Nor no factions, sir. 

Shat. Then wear this cross of white : 

And where you see the like, they are my friends ; 
Observe them well j the time is dangerous. 

Ckr. Sir, keep your cross j Fll wear none.— 
Sure this fellow \_Aside^ 

Is much beside himself, grown mad. 

Shat. A word, sir ! 

You can pick nothing out of this j this cross 
Is nothing but a cross, a very cross. 

Plain, without spell, or witchcraft ; search it I 
You may suspect, and well, there’s poison in’t, 
Powder, or wildfire ; but ’tis nothing so. 

Ckr. I do believe you, sir j ’tis a plain cross. 
SItat, Then do your w’orst, I care not ! Tell the 
king. 

Let him know all this, as I am sure he shall ; 
W^hen you have spit your venom, then wiU I 
Stand up a faithful and a loyal subject. 

And so, God save his Grace ! This is no treason. 
Ckr. He is March mad : ^ Farewell, monsieur 1 


Shat. Farewell! 

I shall be here attending. — ’Tis my life 

They aim at ; there’s no way to save it. Well, 

I^t ’em spr^d all their nets- they shall not draw -me 


^ He is March-mad*] So in the Mad Lover ; 

, , ' — Kee|t.hini dark, , 

The phrase on the last page but one. Mad as May-hutter^ is a 
similar one, and I suppose refers to butter not coagulating well 
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Into any open treason : I can see, 

And can beware ; I have my wits about me, 

I thank Heaven for it ! 

Enter Shatiluon’s Love, 

Love,/,^ There he goes. 

That was the fairest hope the French court bred, 
The worthiest and the sweetest-temper’d spirit. 
The truest, and the valiantest, the best of judgment. 
Till most unhappy I severed those virtues, 

And turn’d his wit wild with a coy denial ; 

Which Heaven forgive me ! And be pleased, oh, 
Heaven, 

To give again his senses, that my love 
May strike off. all my follies ! 

Shat. Lady! 


Love. I, sir ? ^ 

Shat. Your will with me, sweet lady ? 

Lwe. Sir, I come- 

Shat. From the dread sovereign king j I know 
it, lady % 

He is a gracious prince ; long may he live ! 
Pertain you to his chamber ? 

Love. No, indeed, sir ; 

That place is not for women. Do you know me ? 
Shat. Yes, I do know you. 

Love. What’s my name ? Pray you speak. 

. Shat. That’s all one ; I do know you and your 
business j 

You are discover’d, lady ! I am Wipy ; " • 

It stands upon my life. Pray .exii^se me! 

The best man of this kingdom sent you hither. 

To dive into me ; Have I touch’d you? ha? 

* I, sir.] The editors of 1776, choose to read, obviously wrong 
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Love. You are deceived, sir j I come from your 
, Love, • 

That sends you fair commends, and many kisses. 
Shat. Alas, poor soul, how does she? is she liv- 
ing ? 

Keeps she her bed still ? 

Love. Still, sir, she is living ; rt, 

And well, and shall do so. 

Shat. Are you in council ? 

Love. No, sir, nor any of my sex. 

Stiat. Why, so ! 

If you had been in council, you would know 
Her time to be but slender j she must die. 

Love. I do believe it, sir. 

Shat. And suddenly 5 
She stands too near a fortune. 

Love. Sir ? • 

Shat. ’Tisso; 

There is no jesting with a prince’s title. 

’Would we had both been bom of common parents, 
And lived a private and retired life 
In homely cottage ! we had then enjoy’d 
Our loves, and our embraces : these are things 
That cannot tend to treason. 

Love. I am wretched! . 

Shat. Oh, ‘ 

I pray as often for the king as any, . 

And with as true a heart, for his continuance j 
And dp moreover pray ps bars may live. 

And their fak ls^es jj |hoh, as I am bound. 

For all the states and cbinmons : If these prayers 
Be any ways apjbri^as, I submit. 

And lay ray j let ’em take it off ! 

You may ipfprjte-n^inst me, but withal 
EeinAspr.my obedience to the crown, 
And'^lyM’' to the state. 

L^e. Good sir, I love you, 
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Shat. Then love the gracious Mhg, anS say -with 
me, 

[Heaven save his Grace !] 

Love. Heaven save his Grace !* 

Shat. This is strange, 

A woman should be sent to undermine me, 
buz love into me to try my spirit j 
Gflrer me kisses, and enticing follies. 

To make me open and betray myself : 

It was a subtle and a dangerous plot. 

And very soundly followed j^lficewell, lady ! 

Let me have equal heaiing, and relate 
I am an honest man. Heaven save the king i l&it. 

Love. I’ll never leave him ^ till, by art or prayer, 

I have restored his senses : If I make 
Him" perfect man again, he’s mine ; till when,® 

I here abjure all loves of other men ! 


^ Shat. Then love the gracious king, and say mih ms— 

Love. Heaven save his Grace.} 'Biit may we not reasonably 
aslc, How could his Love know what he would say till he him- 
self had said it ? And if so, tlien we shouid surely read thus, 

then say with me. 

Heaven save his Grace. 

Love. Heaven save his Graecv— Sympson. 

S - H e's mine still, whenll Corrected in 16751. 
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SCENE IV. 


Another Street 


Enter Clerimont and Jaques, ' 

Jaqnes. Nay, good sir, be persuaded! Go but 
back. 

And tell him he’s undone ; say nothing else. 

And you shall see how things will work upon’t. 

Cler. Not so, good Jaques ! I am held an ass, 

A country fool, good to converse with dirt. 

And eat coarse bread, wear the worst wool, know 
nothing ‘ 

But the highway to Paris : And wouldst thou have 
me bring 

These stains and imperfections to the rising view 

Of the right worshipful thy worthy master ? 

They must be bright, and shine, their clothes soft 
velvet 

And the Tyrian purple, 

[SmeliJ like the Ai’abian gums,’ hung like the sun. 


’ They must hefinghi, md shine, their clothes 

^t>fi velvet f and the Tyrian purple. 

Like the Arabian gums^ hung like ike sun^ 

Their golden beams on. all sides ; 

Such as iheset Seward would read, 

The^y must be bright and shines their clothes soft velvet 
Am OF the Tyrian pirplei . they must, smeux. 

Like^ the AraUan gums^ hukl like the sun 
Their golden beams on (dl sides / such as these, 
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Their golden beams on all sides ; such as these 
May come and know thy master, I afn base. 

And dare not speak unto him, he’s above me. 

Jaques. If ever you did love him, or his state,® 
His name, his issue, or yourself, go back ! 

’Twill be an honest and a noble part, 

W^thy a kinsman ; save three hundred acres 

present execution ; ® they have had sentence. 
And cannot be reprieved 5 be merciful ! 






And SjmpsoB, wlio would go n shorter way to pro* 

poses, 

The^ mest he Iright and 

Their clothes soft velvet and the Tyrian purple , 

Like the Arabian gem-hung, like the sun 
Their golden beams on all sides ; 

For the Arabians, says he, were remarkable for being adorned 
with jewels.’^ We have no doubt but that the text is genuine, 
assisted by the present division. — Ed. 177b. 

Mason proposes to make sense by reading. 

And the Tyrian purple, smell like tlie Arabian gums, kc. 

It is absolutely necessary to malce some altemtion, for the divi« 
sion of the lines in the last edition is somew-hat stiff, and the mean- 
ing very obscure. The play is very incorrect in the first folio, 
and the arrangement of the lines uncouth ; for %vhicii reason 1 
suspect the loss of a vrlioie hemistich, and should be inclined to 
adopt Seward’s amendment, for Sympson’s is totally inadmissible. 
As the single word, however, proposed by Mason, rectifies the 
sense sufficiently, I have admitted it into the text. 

8 Statell i. e. Estate. 

9 — save three hundred, acres 

From present execution ; they have had se^iienee^ 

And cannot be reprieved, be merc^dll But''ho^:TOiisi they 
he saved if they cannot be iawgine 

then our authors wrote, ’ ' 

And cannot he reprieved else;'-^i?'^w|^«?.«*^Syn!pso!n 

I am strongly inclined to adopt ■Sympson^s amendment ; !)iit 
as it is possible that the inaccuracy wasthe poet’s, I have not 
ventured to admit it into the text. , . ■ , 
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Cler. Slave I not urged already all the reasons 
I had, to draw him from his will ? his ruin ? 

But all in vain ! no counsel will prevail : 

He has fix’d himself ; there’s no removing, Jaques j 
’Twill prove but breath and labour spent in vain. 
I’ll to my horse ; Farewell ! 

Jag ws. For God’s sake, sir, 

As ever you have hope of joy, turn back ! 

I’ll be your slave for ever, do but go j 
And I will lay such fair directions to you. 

That, if he be not doting on his fall. 

He shall recover sight, and see his clanger. 

And you shall tell him of his wife’s abuses, 

(I fear, too foul against him !) how she plots 
With our young nionsieurs, to milk dry her hus- 
band, 

And lay it on their backs : The next her pride ; 
Then what his debts are, and how infinite 
The curses of his tenants ; this will work ; 

I’ll pawn my life and head, he cries, “ Away ! 

I’ll to my house in the countiy.” 

Cler. Come, I’ll go. 

And once more try him : If he yield not, so ; 

The next that tries him shall be want ancl woe. 

J,. lE3:eunf, 



Scene I.] 


4 . 61 .' 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


A Room in the House of Marine. 

, ' -'J ■' " 

Afar. Jaques! 

Jaques. '[TVUhin.~\ Sir? 

Mar. Rise, Jaques ’ ’tis grown 
The country life is best ; where quietly, 

Free from the clamour of the troubled court, 

We may enjoy our own green shadow’d walks, 
And keep a moderate diet without art. 

Why did I leave my house, and bring ray wife 
To know the manner of this subtle place ? 

I would, when first the lust to fame and honour 
Possess’d me, I had met with any evil 
But that ! Had I been tied to stay at home. 

And earn the bread for the whole family 
With my own hand, happy had I been 1 

Enter Jaoues. 

jaques. Sir, this is from your wonted cdu^e at 
home : ■ ' • 

When did you there keep su'^inbrdinate hours ? 
Go to bed late, start thrice, and call on me 
’Would you were from this place! Our 

Although they were but of that moderate length 
That might maintain us in our daily vrork, 
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WSk 




Yet were they sound and sweet. > 

Mar. Ay, Jaques; there 
We dream’d not of our wives ; we lay together. 
And needed not. Now at length my cousin’s words. 
So truly meant, mix’d with thy timely prayers 
So often urged, to keep me at my home, ^ 
Condemn me qmte. 

Jaques. ’Twas not your father’s course : 

He lived and died in Orleans, where he had 
His vines as fruitful as experience 
. (Which is the art of husbandry) could make 5 
He had his presses for ’em, and his wines 
Were held the best, and out-sold other men’s ; 

His corn and cattle served the neighbour-towns 
With plentiful provision, yet his thrift 
Could miss one beast amongst the herd ; he ruled 
More where he lived, than ever you will here. 

Mar. ’Tis true : Why should my wife then, 
’gainst my good. 

Persuade me to continue in this course ? 

Jaques. Why did you bring her hither ? At the 
first. 

Before you warmed her blood with new delights. 
Our country sports could have contented her j 
When you first married her, a puppet-play ■ ; . ' 
Pleased her as well as now the tilting doth. V . 
She thought herself brave in a bugle-chain, “ 
Where orient pearl will scarce content her now. 

Mar. Sure, Jaqqesi:she sees something for my 
liEPf^y|:-:v"'g6od); 

More than I do ; she oft will talc to me 
Of offices, and thht,%he shortly hopes. 

By her acquaintance with the friends she hath. 

To get a place shal many; times outweigh 

Our great expences j and if this be s o — 

Jaques: Think better of her words j she doth de* 
ceive you, 
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Are you come? : 

Lad^- What sad unwonted course 


And only for her vain and sensual ends 
Persuade you thus. Let me be set to' dwell 
For ever naked in the barest soil. 

So you will dwell from hence ! 

Mar, I see my folly : 

up my stuff ! I will away this morn, 
haste ! 

Jaques. Ay, now I see your father’s honours 
Tripling upon you, and the many prayers. 

The country spent for him, (which almost now 
Begun to turn to curses) turning back. 

And falling like a timely shower upon you. 

Mar. Go, call up my wife 1 

Jaques. But shall she not prevail, 

And sway you, as she oft hath done before ? 

Mar. 1 will not hear her, but rail on her. 

Till I be ten miles off. 

Jaques. If you be forty, 

’Twdl not be worse, sir. 

Mar. Call her up ! 

Jaques. I will, sir. [EnV. 

Mar. Why, what an ass was I, that such a thing 
As a wife is could rule me ! Know not I 
That woman was created for the man ? 

That her desires, nay, all her thoughts, should be 
As his are ? Is my sense restored at length ? 

Now she shall know, that which she should desire, 
She hath a husband that can govern her. 

If her desires lead against my will. ‘ ■ : 


If her desires lead me against j«y wtff.] The context tlcciiiref 
the word mb to be an interpoiation.-'Ed. ITTS. 
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Makes you raise me so soon, that went to bed 
So late last night ? 

Mar. Oh, you shall go to bed 
Sooner hereafter, and be raised again 
At thrifty hours : In summer-time we’U walk 
An hour after our supper, and to bed 5 
In winter you shall have a set at cards, 

And set 3 mur maids to work. 

Zad^. What do yotf mean ? - 
3^ar. I will no more of your new tricks, your 
honours, 

Your offices, and all j’^our large preferments, 
(Which still you beat into my ears) hang o’er me ; 
I’ll leave behind for others the great sway 
Which 1 shall bear at court 5 my living here, 

Whth countenance of your honour’d fiiends. 

I’ll be content to lose : For you speak this 
Only that you may still continue here ;/ 

In wanton ease, and draw me to consume. 

In clothes and other things idle for show,* 

That which my father got with honest thrift. 

Zad^. Why, who hath been with you, sir, that 
you talk 

Thus out of frame ? 

Mar. You make a fool of me ! 

You provide one to bid me forth to supper. 

And make me promise j then must some one or 
other 

Invite you forth ; If ypu have borne yourself 
Loosely to any gentlemah in my sight. 

At home, you ask me how I ii^e the carriage 
Whether it were not: rarply fof my good, 

® In chiJies nnd other tMngs for sAoio.] The editors of 
1750 and 1778,:silently, and without nece^ity, reverse the words 
in Eoman character, , , 

3 carriage.] Behaviour, conduct. ‘ 
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And open’d not a way to my preferment ? 

Come, I perceive all ; talk not ! we’ll aTOy. 

Lady. Why, sir, you’ll stay till the nest triumph- 

Be past ? ' ' 

have kept me here triumphing 
This years j and I have ridden through the 
streets. 

And bought embroider^l hose and foot-cloths too. 
To shew a subjects zeal i^ 'I'TOde" before 
In this most gorgeous habit, and saluted 
Allthe:aequamtance [that]T cbiiid hspy 
From any window : These were ways, you told me, 
To raise me : I see all ! Make you ready straight. 
And in that gown which you first came to town in. 
Your safe-guard,'^ cloak, and your hood suitable. 
Thus on a double gelding shall you amble, 

^ T7i$ trmnph-da^^] A triumph was a general term for shows, 
kicli as gratid processions, tiMogs, iHi^oues, rmeh. The deri- 
vation of the word' is thus given by an old author, quoted by Mr 
Steevens : — Yet notwitiistanding tkek triumpbes, [those of the 
Romans] have so borne the bell above all the rest, that the word 
trkmipking^ which commeth thereof, hath been applied to all 
high, great, and statelie doingsd^-^rT/^e Du'ke of Anjonh 
tainment at Anttverp^ I5bL 

^ Foot^cloihs,] Caparisons for horses* They were dressed with 
long and splendid covers, as may he seen in a great number of 
ancient wood cuts, particularly in the ‘i'riumphs of the Emperor 
Maximilian, published at Vienna, from blocks found chieiiy in the 
castle of Auras In the Tyrol. They seem to have been pardcula.^ 
used by physicians in the seventeenth eaaturf.y So 'ih’yhe' Art 
of Thriving, by PoweM, IS, is_ givlh|| fa’-< 

cetious directions for a phj^-siWn to. get; Your 

lascivious lady, and your man in the pemwig; will help to furnish 
with \foot<hth; a-citizen^^s wife with a weak.stomacke will sup- 
ply the fringe U it** ' 

^ 'For pour safeguard.] This is an outward petticoat, called so, 
according to Minslieu, because it.preserves the other clothes from 
■ soiling. They are still used by country^wOTen riding to markets 

vfilu VU. 2 G 
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And my man Jaques shall be set before you. 

Lady. But wili you go ? 

Mar. I will. 

Lady. And shall I too ? 

Mar. And you shall too. 

Lady. But shall I, by this light ? 

Mar. Why, by this light, you shall ! 

Lady. Then by this light, 

You have no care of your estate and mine. 

Have we been seven years venturing in a ship. 
And now upon return, with a fair wind, 

And a calm sea, full fraught with our own wishesj 
Laden with wealth and honour to the brim. 

And shall we fly away, and not receive it ? 

Have we been tilling, sowing, labouring. 

With pain and charge, a long and tedious winter. 
And when we see the corn above the ground. 
Youthful as is the morn, and the full ear, 

That promises to stuff our spacious garners. 

Shall we then let it rot, and never reap it ? 

Mar. Wife, talk nb more ! Your rhetoric comes 
too late ; 

I am inflexible : And how dare you 
Adventure to direct my course of life ? 

Was not the husband made to rule the wife ? 
Lady. ’Tis true ; but where the man doth miss 
his way, . , 

it is the woman’s part to set him right : 

So, fathers have^ a power to guide their sons 
In all their course yet you oft have seen 
Poor little children, that have both their eyes, 
Leadi their blind fathers^ -*;; 

Mar. She h^ a plaguy wit I-— \Astde. 

I say, you are but a Mttle piece of man. 

Xa%. But such a piece, as, being ta’eu away, 
Man cannot last : The^^ 
lhat ever sail’d, fe by a little piece 
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Of the same wood steer’d right, and turn’d about. 
Mar . ’Tis true she says ; her answers stand with 
reason. 

Lady. But, sir^ your cousin put this in your head. 
Who is an enemy to your preferment. 

Because I should not take place of his wife : 
Come' by thig kiss, thou shalt not go, sweetheart. 

Mar^ Come, by this kiss, I will go, sweetheart. 
On with your riding-stuff ! I know your tricks } 
And if preferment fail ere you be ready, ; 

’Tis welcome ; else, adieu, thh city-life I 
Lady. Well, sir, I will obey. 

Mar. About it then. 

Lady. To please your humour, I would dress 
myself‘ 

In the most loathsome habit you could name, . 
Or travel any whither o’er the world. 

If you command me : It shall ne’er be said. 

The frailty of a woman, whose weak mind 
Is often set on loose delights, and shows. 

Hath drawn her husband to consume his state. 

In the vain hope of that which never fell. 

3Lar. About it then i Women are pleasant crea- 
tures, 

When once a man begins to know himself. 

Lady. But hark you, sir ; because I will be sure 
You shall have no excuse, no word to say 
In your defence hereafter j (when you see 
What honours were prepared for you and me. 
Which you thus willingly have thrown away) 

I tell you, I did look^for present itonour 
This morning for you, which I kabiy had come ; 
But if they do not come ere I am r^dy 
(Which I will be the sooner, lest they should) 
When I am once set in a country life, 

Not all the power of eartli shall alter me ; 

Not all your prayers or threats shall make me speak 
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The least word to my honourable friends, 
do you any, grace i 
Mar. I will not wish it. 

Lady. And never more hope to be honourable ! 
Mar. My hopes are lower. 

Lady. As I live, you shall not ! 

You shall be so far from the name ofinobl^ 

That you shall never see a lord again ; 

You shall not see a masque, or barriers, 

Or tilting, or a solemn christening. 

Or a great marriage, or new fire- works. 

Or any bravery ; but you shall live 
At home, bespotted with your own loved dirt. 

In scurvy clothes, as you were wont to do ; 

And, to content you, I will live so too. 

'Mar. ’Tis all I wish. Make haste ; the day draws 

It shall be my care to see your stuff packed up. 

Lady. It shall be my care to gull you ! You shaE 
stayi 

And, more than so, entreat me humbly too ; 

You shall have honours presently.— -Maria 1 

Enter Maria, . 

Maria. Madam f 

Lady., Bring hither p«, ink, and paper. 

La^ ter' mil not stay, 

Unless preferment come within an hour. 

Maria. Let him command one of the, city gates, 
In time of mutiny j of, you may provide him 
To be one of the council for invading 
Some; savage country, to plant Christian faith. 
Lady. No, no j I have it for him. Call my page ! 

IWntes. Exit Maria. 



Scene!.] ' GEKTXEMAN., 


469 


Now, my dear husband, ihere’xt is will fit you ; 
And when the world shall see what I have done, 
Let it not move the spleen of any wife. 

To make an ass of her beloved husband. 

Without good ground : If they will but be draxTO® 
To any reason by you, do not gull them ; 

But they grow conceited of themselves, 

And'be fine gentlemen, have no mercy. 

Publish them to the world ! ’twill do them good 
WTien th^ shall see their fifilies xmderstobd. 

Go bear these letters to iny servant,® 

And bid him make haste. I will dress myself 
In all the journey-clothes I used before, 

Not to ride, but to make the laughter more. \EdU 

Enter Maeine and Jaqoes, 'teiih spurs^ and ap- 


Jaqms. AH, all, sir; there is no tumbler 
Runs through his hoop with more dexterity, 
Than I about this business : ’Us a day 
That i have long long’d to see— — 

Mar. Come ; where’s my spurs ? 


« But if thtn ’mU he drawn 

Ta um da nat them ^ - 

But w cm^ed 'qftkmmh^.ipe^ 

sitiou'of In the Bmt Ime.Wfts propesed,^^ seems 

^solutely requisite tu the euBtext* 

^ ^re&ntq L e* lu the oH sease, mien-— Ed* 177S» 

* The folowing disilegue is cuifious, iu as fiir as it aiards us a 
description of' the dress- and accoutrement’ <i a plain country 
gentleman of Fletche/s days* 
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Here, sir. — And now ’tis qome—*— 
Jf«r. , Ay, Jaques, now, 

I thank my fates, I can command my wife. 

Jaques.- I am glad to see it, sir. 

Mar. I do not love always 
To be made a puppy, Jaques. 

Jaqttes. But yet methinks your worship ^es not 
look 

Right like a country gentleman. 

Mar. I will ; 

Give me my t’other hat. 

Jaques. Here. 

Mar. So; my jerkin! 

Jaques. Yes, sir. , 

Mar. On with it, Jaques ; thou and I 
Will live so finely in the country, Jaques, 

And have such pleasant walks into the woods 
A-mornings, and then bring home riding-rods. 
And walking-staves — r— 

Jaques. And I will bear them, sir ; 

And scourge-sticks for the children. 

Mar. So thou shalt ; 

And thou shalt do all, oversee my work-folks. 
And at the week’s end pay them all their wages. 
Jaques. I will, sii’,so your worship give me money. 
Mar. Thou shalt receive aU too. Give me my 
drawers. 

Jaqnes. Th^ m'e ready, sir. 

Mar. And 1 will mp:,e thy mistress. 

My wife, look to her laundry^ and her dairy. 

That we may have our linen clean on Sundays, 
Jaques. And holidays. 

' :Afar. Ay and;i' .ere- ^ 

We walk about the grounds, jprovide our breakfast, 
Or she shall sihbke ;|:ri*ll have her a good huswife ; 
She shaH not make a voyage to her sisters. 

But she ^aU live tit home. 
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And feed her pullen fat, and see her maids''^ 

In bed before her, and lock all the doore. 

Jaques. Why, that will be kings and 
queens ! 

Mar. Give me my scarf with the great button 
^ quickly, 

. Jaques. ’Tis done, sir. 

Mar. Now my mittens ! 

Jaques. Here they are, sir. , .. . 

Mar. ’Tiswell; now my great d^ger I * 
Jaques. There. . ' 

Mar. Why, so ! thus it should be j now my rl- 
ding-rod ! 

Jaques. There’s nothing wanting, sir. 

Mar. Another, man, to stick under my girdle. 
Jaques. There it is. 

Mar. All is ■well. 

Jaques. Why now, methinks, your worship looks 
Like to yourself, a man of means and credit : 

So did your grave and famous ancestors 
Ride up and down to fairs, and cheapen cattle, 
Mar. Go, hasten your mistress, sirrah 1 
Jaques. It shall be done. l_Exit.. 

Enter Genikman and Page. 

*- 

Gent. W’ho’s that ? who’s that, boy ? 

Page. I think it be my master. 

Gent. Who ? he that walks in grey, whisking his 
, riding-rod? 

Page. Yes, siTj’tis he. : ^ ■■ 

Gent. ’Tis he indeed 5 * he ife^spepSiied 
For his new journey. When i mnk 
Run out and tell the gentleman ’tis time.— • 
Monsieur, good day 1 ; - 

Mar. Monsieur, ’■■■ ■ 

Your mistress is within, tidt yet not ready. 

1 
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Gtnt. Mj business is with you, sir : ’Tis reported, 
I know npt whether by some enemy 
Maliciously, that envies your great hopes. 

And would be ready to sow discontents 
Betwixt his majesty and you, or truly, 

(Which on my faith I would be sorry for) 

That you intend to leave the court in haste. 

Mar. ’Faith, sir, within this half-hour. — ^Jaques ! 
Jaqties. [H’iVAm.] Sir ! 

Mar. Is my wife ready ? ■ 

Jagues. Presently. 

Gent. But, sir, 

1 needs must teU you, as I am your friend. 

You should have ta’en your journey privater, 

For ’tis already blazed about the court. 

Mar. Why, sir, I hope it is no treason, is it ? 
Gent ’Tis true, sir} but ’tis grown the common 
talk } 

There’s no discourse else held ; * and in the pre- 
sence 

All the nobility and gentry 

Have nothing in their mouths but only this, 

“ Monsieur Marine, that noble gentleman. 

Is now departing hence every man’s face 
Looks ghastly on his fellows ; such a sadness 
(Before this day) I ne’er beheld in court ; : » 

Mens’ hearts begin to fail them when they hear it. 
In expectation of the great event 
That heeds must fdllpw it: Pray Heaven it be 
‘ good 

Mar. Why, I had rather alLtheir hearts should 
fail,' 

Than I stay here Unfit my purse fail ine. 

Gent But yet you are a subject } and beware, 

(I charge you by the Ibye, I bear to you) 

® no tke hid-"} Amended by Sympson. 
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How you do venture rashly on a course 
To make your sovereign jealous of your deeds ! 
For princes’ jealousies, where they love most. 

Are easily found, but they be hardly lost. 

Mar. Come, these are tricks j I smell ’em; I 
, will go. 

Gent. Have I not still profess’d myself your 
friend ? 

Mar. Yes, but you never skew’d it to me yefo 
Gent. But now I will, because I see you wise ; 
And give you thus much light into a business 
That came to me but now ; Be resolute, 

Stand stifly to it that you will depart, 

And presently ; — 

Mar, Why, so I mean to doi 
Gent. And, by this light, you toay be what you 
wull 1 

Will you be secret, sir? 

Mar. Why ? what’s the matter ? 

Gent. The king does fear you. 

Mar. Bow} 

Gent. And is now in counsel. 

Mar. About me ? 

Gent. About you ; an you be wise. 

You’ll find he is in counsel about you. 

His counsellors We told him all the truth. 

Mar. What truth ? 

Gent. Why, that which he now knows too well. 
Mar. Whatis’t? 

Gent. That you have followed him seven years 
With a great train ; and, though he have not graced 
you, ^ 

Yet you have dived into the hearts of thousands, 
With liberality and noble carriage ; 

And if you should depart home unpreferr’d, 

All discontented and seditious spirits 
Would flock to you, and thrust you into action : 
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With whose help, and your tenants’, who doth not 
-know ; ^ ' 

(If you were so disposed) how great a part 
Of this yet-fertile peaceful realm of France 
You might make desolate ? But when the king 

Heard this , ' ^ 

Jlfar. What said he ? 

Gent. Nothing; but shook 
As never Christian prince did shake before ; 

, And, to be short, you may be what you. will. 

But be not ambitious, sir ; sit down 

With moderate honours, lest you make yourself 

More fear’d. 

Mar. I know, sir, what I have to do 
In mine own business. 

Long. Wliere’s monsieur Mount-Marine ? 

Geiit. Why, there, he stands ; will ye aught with 
him ? 

Long. Yes. — Good day, monsieur Marine! 

Mar. Good day to you ! 

Long. His majesty doth commend himself ^ 
Most kindly to you, sir, and hath, by me. 

Sent you this favour : Kneel down; rise a knight! 

. Mar. I thank his majesty ! 

For though yOii’r former merits have been slighted. 
After this time there shall; no office fall 
Worthy your spirit, ; (^: hOldpth confess 
Ihere’s none so great! but you shall surely have it. 
Gmt. Do you he^ | Jf you yield yet, you are an 


I’ll shew my seryibe to his majesty 



Enter Beaufoet. 

Bern. Where is this new-made knight ? 

Beau. Let me enfold you in my arms. 

Then call you lord ! the king will have it so ; 
Who doth entreat your lordship to remember 
His message sent to yon by Longueville. 

Gent. If you be dirty, ^ and dare not mount aloft 
You may yield now ; I know what I w-ould do. 

Mar. Peace ! I will fit him.--.TeIi his majesty 
I am a subject, and I do confess 
I serve a gracious prince, that thus hath heap’d 
Honours on me without desert ; but yet 
As for the message, business urgeth me, 

I must begone, and he must pardon me, * 
Were he ten thousand kings and emperors. 

Beau. I’ll tell him so. 

Gent. Why, this was like yourself ! 

Beau. Ashe hath wrought him, ’tis the finesi 

/[Aside 

That e*er was Christmas-lord ! he carri^ it 
So truly to the life, as though he were 
One di* the plot to gull himselfi ■ £ Erf/ 

Gent Why, so! 


^ If ye iedirty.l That is, iow-Hunded, of grovelling ide* 
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You sent the wisest and the shrewdest answer 
Unto the king, I swear, my honour’d friend, 

That ever any subject sent , his liege^ 

Mar. Nay, now I know I have him on the hin 
I’ll Mow it. 


Enter Longueville. 


Long. My honourable lord ! 

Give me your noble hand, right courteous peer, 
And from henceforth be a courtly earl j 
The king so wills, and subjects must obey ; 

Only he doth desire you to consider 
Of nis request. 

Gent. Why, faith, you are well, my lord s 
Yidd;to:him..:::;:^ 

Gent: 03^5' 

’Twas your wife’s plot. 

Mar. To get preferment by it. 

And thinks he now to pop me in the mouth 
But with an earldom ? I’ll be one step higher* 
Gent. It is the finest lord ! I am afraid anon 
He will stand upon’t to share the kingdom with 
, him* 


■ : BEAUFORTi -Si 


I 

His majesty ccahmehds & unto you. 

And will you but now grant to his request. 

He bids you be a duke, and chuse of whence. 

Gewh Why , if you yield not now, you are undone ; 
What can you wish to have more, but the kingdom ? 

Mar. So please Ms-Uiajesty, I would be duke 
Of Burgundy, because^ like the place. 
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Beau. I know the king is pleased. 

Afar. Then wiU I stay, • 

And kiss his highness’ hand, 

Beau. His majesty 
Will be a glad man when he hears it. 

Long. But how shall we keep this from the workFs 
ear, . [Aside to the Gentkmaiu 

Tifat some one tell liim not, he is no duke ? 

Gent. We’ll think of that anon. — ^Why, gentle- 
men. 

Is this a gracious habit for a duke ? 

Each gentle body set a finger to. 

To' pluck the clouds (of these his riding weeds) 
Prom off the orient sun, off his best clothes j 
I’ll pluck one boot and spur off 
Long. I another. 

Beau. I’ll pluck his jerkin off. 

Gent. Sit down, my lord. — 

Both his spurs off at once, good Longueville ! 
And, Beaufort, take that scarf off j and that hat 
Doth not become his largely-sprouting forehead. 
Now set your gra.cious foot to this of tnine ; 

One pluck will do it ; so ! • Oft’ with the other ! 
Long. Lo, thus your sen>’ant Longueville doth 
pluck 

- The trophy of your former gentry off — ■ 

Off with his jerkin, Beaufort i 
Gent. Didst thou never see 
A nimble-footed tailor stand so in his stockings. 
Whilst some friend help’d to pluck his jerkiB off, 
To dance h jig ? ' ’ 't 

^ ■ PkterjAttTOS.' ' 

Long. Here’s his man Jaques come. 

Booted and ready still. 

Jaques. My mistress stays.— 


4 
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I Why, how now, sir ? What do your worship mean. 
To pluck your grave and thrifty habit off ? 

Mar. My slippers, Jaques ! 

Long. Oh, thou mighty duke ! pardon this man. 
That thus hath trespassed in ignorance. 

Mar. I pardon him. 

Long. His grace’s slippers, Jaqqes ! * 

Jaques. Why, what’s the matter ? « 

Lo^ig. Footman,,'^ he’s a duke : 

The king hath raised him above all his land. . 
Jaques, I’ll to his cousin presently, and teU hirrn 

: 

Oh, what a dunghill country rogue was 1 1 {Exit 

Enter Lady in plain apparel. 

^ :;fO#fe:/Eeeitsee:'my'vmi8tress,l ^ 

Long. Let’s observe their greeting. 

Lady. Unto your will, as every good wife ought, 
I have turn’d all my thoughts, and now am ready. 

Mar. Oh, wife, I am not worthy to kiss 
The least of all thy toes, much less thy thumb, 
Which yet I would be bold with ! All thy counsel 
Hath been to me angelical j but mine 
To thee hath been most dirty, like my mind. 

Dear duchess, I must stay. , 

Lady. What ! are you mad, ;# 

To make me dress, and undress, turn and wind me, 
Because you find; mb pliant ? Said I not 
The whole wotld should not alter me, if once 
I were resolved ? and now you call me duchess : 
Why, what’s the matter.? . / ; . 

■■■Mar.. Lo, a knight d#hlmeeir!~—.-;»^ 

Xu#. A knight ? . 

Mar. Alord—r 

, * Footmanil We should Wofisfely rfed, ’Foot, man, he’s a duke ! 




CT III.] GENTLEMAN. 


Lady. KhoW ’ ' 

Mar. I say doth kneel 
An earl, a duke. 

Long. In drawers. 

Eeaw-Mithout shoes. 

Lady. Sure you are lunatic. 

&ent. No, honour’d duchess ; 

Ify®u dare but believe your servant’s tmth, 

J know he is a duke. 

Lo9ig. God save his Grace i . . - 

Lady. I ask your Grace’s pardon ! 

Mar. Then t rise : 

And here, in token that all strife shall end 
’Twixt thee and me, I let my drawers fell. 

And to thy hands I do deliver them ; 

Winch signifies, that in all acts and speeches. 
From this time forth, my wife shall wear the 
breeches. 

Gent. An honourable composition ! £E.teimf. 


Ckr. Shall I believe thee, Jaques 
Jaques. Sir, you may. 

Ckr: Didst thou not dream f 
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Jaques. I did not. 

Cler. Ncff imagine ? 

Jaques. Neither of both : I saw him great and 
mighty j 

I saw the monsieurs bow, and heard them cry, 

“ Good liealth and fortune to my lord the duke 
Cler. A duke ? art sure, a duke ? 

Jaques. I am sure, a duke ; 

And so sure, as I know myself for Jaques. 

Cler. Yet the sun may dazzle ! Jaques, was it 
not 

Some lean commander of an angry block-house. 
To keep the Flemish eel-boats from invasion ? 

Or some bold baron able to dispend 
His fifty pounds a-year, and meet the foe 
Upon the king’s command, in gilded canvas, 

And do his deeds of worth ? or was it not 
Some place of gain, as clerk to the great band 
Of marrowbones, that people call the Switzers ? 
Men made of beef and sarcenet?^ 


Men made o/'beufe and safxeneU] So the folios* The octavo 
of nil varies deufe to beef; and SympsoBifo 

Oar ancient dramatic writers are very mr$es8 in adapting ■■ 
the manners of their oharaeters to in which their scenes 

are laid, that although France in which all the 

events in this play are supposed to hayitfha|>penedj yet weappre* 
hend the allusion here is to a matter proper only to England ; and 
therefore we are not warranted to make an^dteratloii in the text 
The - Yeown ^ of ’ihe... Gm rd. in England are plerally called Bbet* 
eaiers ; and-' to ll is probable, the author here 

refers* To this add, 'that Bwitzers appears to have been 

the title given to such'^ards as,, attended abouUhe royal person, 
at least pn Denmark, atScss/Stokspeare has violated, the same 
, rules .bf propriety,' andi iB-’the.sai^e manner we suppose our author 
to have piSfended. 'Th'Ham|et,’act iv, sc* y* the-King says, 

** Wherp are my Bmtzm f .Let them guard the door.*^ — Reed* 

Shakspeafe was certaml3r‘’jpnlty';‘bf an anachronism in giving 
the King, jn Switssers* ' But Fletcher is nol_ 
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Jaques, Is a duke. 

His chambei’ hung with nobles like a presence. 

Cler. I am something wavering in my faith : 
’Would yon would settle me, and swear it is so ! 

Js he a duke indeed ? 

Jaques. I swear he is. 

Gler. I am satisfied. He is my kiixsman, Jaques, 
And I his poor unworthy cousin. 

Jaques. True, sir. 

Ckr. I might have been a duke tooy I had 

. meansjr;;.::,: 

A wife as fair as his, and as wise as his. 

And could have brook’d the court as well as his. 
And laid about her for her husband’s honour : 

Oh, Jaques, had I ever dreamt of this, 

I had prevented him.® 

Jaques. ’Faith, sir, it came 
Above our expectation ; \?e were wise 
Only in seeking to undo this honour, 

Wliich shew’d our dunghill breeding and our dirt. 

Cler. But tell me, Jaques, 

Why could we not perceive ? what dull devil 
Wrought us to cross this noble course, persuading 
’Twould be his overthrow ? For me, a courtier 
Is he that knows all, Jaques, and does all : 

’Tis as his noble grace hath often said, 

liable to' tlie same Imputation ; for Smuss guardsj in tlie eiglitccntli 
t!.entury,. attended on mmf sowreigns, on account of tlieir fide* 
lity- ■ Compantei^of Swiss guards were maintained in tbe Ffencb, 
courtj, (as is too 'well known from tbeir beingm^icred at 
and also at the courts of Madrid^ Dresden, Turin, fe. ■ With re- 
gard to the slight alliBiOB to beef-eatet^, Fieteber-may.be charge- 
able with transferrihgan English phrase to Paris; but what play- 
wright of the seventeenth century k mt liable to the same _ cen- 
sure? , • ; \ - 

^ Oh^Jaqtm^had I ever dreamt/^ihUf : , ■ 

I had prevented Mm*l f -wouM have been beforeliaad 

with ■ 

TOL. TJT. 2 H ‘ ' 
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And very wisely, Jaques, we are fools, 

And understand just nothing. 

Jaques. Ay, as we were, 

I confess it j but, rising with our great master, 
We shall be call’d to knowledge with our places ; 
(’Tis nothing to be wise, not thus much there) 

[Snaps his Jingers. 

There is not the least of the billet-dealers,’ 

Nor any of the pastry, or the kitchen, 

But have it in measure delicate. 

Ckr. Methinks this greatness of the duke’s my 
cousin’s 

(I ask your mercy, Jaques ! that near name 
Is too familiar for me) should give promise 
Of some great benefits to his attendants. 

Jaques. I have a suit myself ; and it is"siire. 

Or I mistake my ends much. 

Ckr. What is’t, Jaques ? 

May I not crave the place ? 

Jaques. Yes, sir, you shall ; 

’Tis to be but his grace’s secretary. 

Which is my little all, and my ambition. 

Till my known worth shall take me by the hand 
And set me higher. How the fates may do 
In this poor thread oef life, is yet uncertain : 

I was not born, I take it, for a trencher, " 

Nor to espouse my mistress’ dairy-maid. , 

..Ckr. I am resolved my wife shall up to couitj 
(I’ll fiirnish her) th^t%,|ii^eding course, 

And cannot chase bul^i^d a mighty fortune. 
What a fine youth to let him start. 

And get the rise befel ihe 1 I’E dispatch. 

And put myself ht lidomes. 


Jaques. ’Mass, ’tis true 1 

BiUd-de(ders,\ W® refers to woi dispensed for 

■ ' , I' 


Scene L] GENTLEMlIsr. . Uss 

And, now you talk of money, sir, my business 
For taking [up] those crowns must be dispatch’d ; 
This little plot® i’ th’ country lies most fit 
To do his grace such serviceable uses. 

I must about it. 

Ckr. Yet before you go, 

Giv§ me your hand, and bear my humble service 
To the great duke your master, and his duchess. 
And live yourself in favour ! Say, my wife 
■Shall there attend them shortly j so, ferewell i 
Jaques. I’ll see you mounted, sir. 

Cler, It may not be ! 

Your place is far above it ; spare yourself, 

And know I am your servant. Fare you well 1 
Jaques, Sir, I shall rest to be commanded by 
you. — {Exit Clemmont. 

This place of secretary will not content me } 

I must be more and greater. Let me see ! 

To be a baron is no such great matter. 

As people take it : For, say I were a count, 

I am still an under person to this duke, ; ' • 
(Which methinks sounds but harshly ;) but a duke 1 
Oh, I am strangely taken ! ’tis a duke. 

Or nothing ; I’ll advise upon’t, and see 

What may be done by wit and indusby. [Fxi/. 

* PhU'\ i c. Ftof of ground — F.d. 1778. 
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SCENE IL 


B0re Marine’s House. 


Enter Lady, Longuevili-e, Beaufort, and Gentle- 

man. 

Lady. It must be carried closely, -with a care 
That no man speak unto him, or come near him,- 
Without our private knowledge, or be made 
Aforehand to our practice.' My good husband, 

I shall entreat you now to stay a while, 

And prove a noble coxcomb. Gentlemen, 

Your counsel and advice about this carriage 

Gent. Alas, good man, I do begin to mourn 
His dire massacre : What a persecution 
Is pouring down upon him ! Sure he is sinful.' 

: ; Long. Let him be kepit in’s chamber, under show 
Of state and dignity, and no man suffer’d 
To see his noble face, or have access. 

But we that are conspirators ! " 

' ; Beau. Or else, , ^ 'V';' 

Tfown with him into , th’ country amongst his te? 


t 


iad 


There greatness. 

And play the fool in pomp anaongst his fellows. 
Lady. No, he AaU pfey the fool i’ th' city, 

the plot os 


Matihe,— Bd. ITtS. ■ 
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I will not lose the greatness of this jest, 

(That shall be given to my wit) for the whole re- 
%'enues. 

Gent. Then thus ; we’U have a guard about his 
person. 

That no man come too near him, and ourselves 
Always in company ; have him into the city 
To ^e his face swell ; whilst, in divers corners. 
Some of our own appointing shall be ready 
To cry, “ Heaven bless your grace, long live your 
grace !” 

Zady. Servant, your counsel is excellent good. 
And shall be follow’d j ’twill be rarely strange 
To see him stated thus,* as though he went 
A-shroving through the city, or intended 
To set up some new stake ; * I shall not hold 
From open laughter, when I hear him cry, 

“ Come hither, my sweet duchess ; let me kiss 
Thy gracious lips !” for this will be his phrases. 

I fear me nothing, but his legs will break 
Under his mighty weight of such a greatness. 
Beau. Now methinks, dearest lady, you are too 
cruel ; 

His very heart will freeze in knowing this. 

Zad;^. No, no 5 the man was never of such deep- 
ness. 

To make conceit his master : Sir, I’ll assure you 
He will out-live twenty such pageants. 

» ToseeJimBmte'iihs^] Th0i mummg.$mt$md^gnxtj. 
So in tlie Mad iover/fwLIF* p. ^ 

Wbat if lie liad a' wcpehj a ImadsQma winare broaglit# 

And taught to it ? ’ 'V’.,.'' •/" 

» or inteMiied " ’ ' * i 

To set some netv wako.] This reading runs no higher tliau 
the edition of 1679. That of I6i7 gites it thus : 

To sel up some nm stake^ I e. m f uademand 

Spnipsoun ' ■ ' 





I V Were he but my cousin, or my brother, 

And such a desperate killer of his fortune, 

In this belief he should die, though it cost me 
A thousand crowns a-day to hold it up j 

II (Or,were I not known his wife, and so to have 
An equal feeling of this ill he sufiers. 

He should be thus till all the boys i’ the town ' 
Made suit to wear his badg^ in their hats, " 

I And walk before his grace with sticks and nosegays. 

We married women hold — ; — 

Gent ’Tis w^ell ; no more ! 

The duke is entering : Set your faces right. 

And bow like country prologues. Here he comes. 
— Make room afore ! the duke is entering. 

:[ r Marine.. ^ 

: Lwg. The choicest fortunes wait upon our duke ! 

i; Gent And give him all content and happiness ! 

Beau, Let his great name live to the end of time ! 
Mar. We thank you, and are pleased to give you 
I notice 

I We shall at fitter times wait on your loves } 

' '‘Till when, be neaX'US. ' ^'' 

■| Long, *Tis a valiant purge, [Aside. 

I And works extremely ; ’t has delivered him 

Of all right worshipful and gentle humours, 
i And left his belly full of nobleness. 

For sundry vir&es ifot m to him, 

And the all-seeing state^ to lend his hand. 

And raise me to this eminence ; how -this 
,v > May seem to other men; or Stir the minds 

i Of such as are my fellow-peers, I know not i 

; ; I would desire their loves in just designs, 

i Xa%.l^qyVibymy faith, he does well, very well: 

• . < - ' [Ajpart to the Gentleman. 
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Beshrew my heart, I have not seen a better. 

Of a raw fellow, that before this day 

Never rehearsed his state : ’Tis marvellous well ! 

Gent. Is he not duke indeed? see how he looks, 
As if his spirit were a last or two 
Above his veins, and stretch’d his noble hide ! 
Long. He’s high braced, like a drum ; pray God 
he break not ! 

Beau. Why, let him break ; there’s but a calTs- 
skin lost. 

Long. May ’t please your grace 
To see the city ? ’twill be to the niinds 
And much contentment of the doubtful people. 

Mar. I am determined so : Till my return, 

I leave my honour’d duchess to her chamber. 

Be careful of your health ! I pray you be so. 

Gent. Your grace shall suffer us, your humble 
servants, 

To give attendance, fit so great a person, 

Upon your body ? , 

Mar. I am pleased so. — 

Long. lAside.'J Away, good Beau&rt} raise a 
guard sufficient 

To keep him from the reach of tongues j be quick I 
And, do you hear ? remember how the streets 
Must be disposed for cries and salutations.— 

Your grace determines not to see the king ? 

. Mar. Not yet; I shall be ready ten days hence 
To kiss his h%hness’ hand, and give him thanks. 
As it is fit I should, for his great bounty. ,. = . 

Set forward, gentlemen! - . , 

Groowj. Room for the duke there I 

'[^Ea!eunt Marine, Lonoueviele, 
Lady. ’Tis fit he should have rdotn to shew his 
mightiness, 

He swells so with his poison !— ’Tis better to 
Reclaim you thus, than make a sheep’s-head of you ; 
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It had been but your due ; but I have mercy, sir, 
And mean' to reclaim you by a directer course. 
That woman is not worthy of a soul, 

That has the sovereign power to rule her husband, 
And gives her title up ; so long provided 
As there be fair play, and his state not wrong’d. - 


Enter Shattillion. 


Shat. 


I would be glad to know whence this new 
duke springs. 

The people buz abroad ; or by what title 
He received his dignity ; ’Tis very strange 
There should be such close juggling in the state ! 
But I am tied to silence ; yet a day 
May come, and soon, to perfect all these doubts. 

Lady. It is the mad Shattillion : By my soul, 

I suffer much for this poor gentleman ! 

I will speak to him ; may be he yet knows me. — 
Monsieur Shattillion ! 

Sliat. Can you give me reason. 

From whence this great duke sprang that walks 
abroad? 

Lady. Even from the king himself. 

Shat, As you are a woman, 3 
I think you may be cover’d : Yet your prayer 
Would do no harm, good woman. . 

TIdd preserve him I ; ; 

SKit. Tisay so say all good subjects ! 








■'-I 


. < : I 


ul , „ 

’ ' ItBkk Shafctililon means to say# 

sbe.was a woi»aa,.she might pronounce the king^s name 
without Being’ uncovered : bulrehuk® her for not accompanying 

,, the •king’'s name with a.':prayet;fer his welfare ; which she doss 
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Enter Shattillion's Love. • 

Love. Lady, as evejyou Iiave loved, or shall. 

As you have hope of Heaven, lend your hand 
And wit, to draw this poor distracted man 
iJmier your roof, from the broad eyes of people, 
And wonder of the streets. 

Lady. With all my heart : 

My feeling of his grief and loss is much. 

Love. Sir, now you are come so near the prison, 
will you 

Go in, and visit your fair Love ? Poor soul ! 

She would be glad to see you. 

Shat. This same duke 
Is but apocryphal ; there’s no creation 
That can stand, where titles are not right. 

Love. ’Tis true, sir. 

Shat. This is another draft upon my life I 
Let me examine well the words I spake : 

The words I spake were, that this novel duke is 
Not o’ th’ true making j ’tis to me most certain. 
Lady. You are as right, sir, as you went by line. 
Shat. And, to the grief of many thousands more — 
Lady, If there be any .such, God comfort them ! 
Shat. Whose moutlis may open when the time 
shall please, 

I am betray’d ! Commend me to the king. 

And tell him I am sound, and crave but justice. 
You shall hof need to have your guard upon ine, 
WTiich I am sure are placed for my aftaciimeut. ♦ 
Lead on i I am obedient to my bdnds. 

Love. Good sir, be not displeased with us ! We 
are , ■ , - 

4 ._-/or mj attachmCDt.] .Thftt if, in' order to my hmg ttt- 
JacAed; oi- taken prisoner. : ■ 
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But servants to his highness’ wiil,to mate that good. 

Skat. I do forgive you, even with my heart. 

Shall I entreat a favour ? 

Ladj/. Any thing. 

Shat. To see my Love, before that fatal stroke. 
And publish to the world my Christian death. 

And true obedience to the crown of France. 

Love, I hope it shall not need, sir j for there’s 
mercy. 

As well as justice, in his royal heart. l&eunt. 


3CENE III. 


A Street, 


Enter three Gentlemen^ and Others. 

1 Gent. Every man take his corner ! Here am I, 
You there, and you in that place ; so !y be perfect j 
Have a great care your cries be lopd, wd faces 
Full of dejected fear and humbleness • I 
He comes. 



Jaqtees. Fy, how these streets are charged and 

sweil’dv^si^^,. ■ 

With these same really J Give more room, 
Or I shall have occasion' io distribute 
Amardd dms amongst y^n: As I am a gentle- 
,manj,y , . .'.'-V- ''-''V’' ; 

I have not seen such rude ^sorder I They 
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Follow him like a prize. There’s no true gaper 

Like to your citizen ! he will be sure 

The bears shall not pass by his door in peace. 

But he and all his family will follow. — 

Enter Marine, Longuevilee, m2d Beaufort. 

’ ■ ■ • t 

Eoom there afore ; sound ! Give room, and keep v 

your places, 

And you may see enough j keep your places I ?; 

Long. 'These people are too far unraanner’d, thus f 

To stop your grace’s way with multitudes. ' 

Mar. Rebuke them not, good monsieur; ’Tis ^ 

their loves, j 

Which I will answ'er, if it please my stars | 

To spare me life and health. 

2 Gent. Bless your grace I f 

Mar. And you, with all my heart.’ 

1 Gent. Now Heaven preserve your happy days ! 

Mar. I thank you too. * i 

S Gent. Now Heaven save your gra(^ ! [ 

Mar. I thank you all. I 

Beau. On there before ! ! 

Mar. Stand, gentlemen ’. ^ f ■ 

Stay yet a while ; for I am minded to impait : 

My love to these good people, and my friends, I 

Whose love and prayers for my greatness | ' 

Are equal in abundance. Note me well, i 

‘ And with my words my heart j for as the tree— — 

Lmg, Your grace had best beware j ’twill be 

inform’d ■ .■-■ , ; L, 

Your greatness with the people. - H 

JkTar. I had more,. ' % ’ P 

My honest and ingenuous people | but |; 

The weight of business hath prevented me ; | 

I am caU’d from you : But tliis tree I spake of |: 

Shall bring forth fruit, I hope, to your content. | 
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And so, I share my bowels amongst you all. 

AIL A iipbie duke ! a very noble duke ! 

Enter Fourth Gentleman^ 

Gent Afore there, gentlemen ! 

4 Gent. Youarefairlymet, * good monsieur Mouht- 
Marine'i' : 

Gent. Be advised ! the time is alter’d. 

4 Gent. Is he not the same man he was afore ? 
Mar. Still the same man to you, sir. 

Emg. You have received mighty grace} be 
thankful. 

4 Gent. Let me not die in ignorance. 

Eong, You shall not : 

Then know, the king, out of his love, hath pleased 
To style him duke of Burgundy. 

4 Gent, dh j great duke, [Kneek. 

Thus low I plead for pardon, and desire 
To be enroll’d amongst your poorest slaves. 

Mar. Sir, you have mercy, and withal ray hand } 
From henceforth let me call you one of mine. 
Gent. Make room afpre there, and dismiss the 
people! 

Mar. Every man to his house in peace and quiet ! 
People. Now Heaven preserve the dukei Heaven 
bless the duke I £E^eunt. 

" ■' ? You^re Ainended by Sympson. 
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SCENE IV, 

A Room in Marine’s House, 



Enter Lad^, with a letter in her hand 

Lady, This letter came this morning * from 
cousin : 

To the great lady, high and mighty duchess 
Of Burgundy, be these deliver’d.” 

Oh, for a stronger lace to keep my breath, 

That I may laugh the nine days, till the wonder 
Fall to an ebb! the high and mighty duchess?^ 
The high and mighty ? God, what a style is this ! 
Methinks it goes like a Duchy lope-man :® 

A ladder of a hundred rpunds will fail 
To reach the top on’t. Well, my gentle cousin, 

I know, by these contents, your itch of honour : 
You must to th’ court you say, and very shortly : 
You shall be welcome 5 and if yoiu wile have wit, 

^ Sdtlie foli'os. , 

7 Mkfi md mmlity dmhess f . i ^ • 

" ■■ i ^ 

A ladder &fm hundred f sneer iipoa flic 

states of Hollandj for arrogat&g’-tlie'titleof Mghmiimighfifn 
whO| not long before, bad not dated"' to assome a better tliim tiiat 
of the foot distressed* — Sjmpson# ' - ^ ' 

® Lope is m obsolete word, wMcb, wb ieani frain 

Coks^s 3kt. meant to feip,— Edv -177-4 . 
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ril put her in a thriving course ; if not. 

Her own sin on her own head ! not a blot 
Shall stain my reputation, only this ; • 

I must for health’s sake sometimes make an ass 
Of the tame moil’ my husband ; ’twill do him good. 
And give him fresher bi'ains, me fresher blood. 
Now for the noble duke! I hear him coming. 

■ r 

lEiUter Maeiste, Longueville, Beaufoet, and Geiu 

tlemen. 

♦ 

Your grace is well return’d. 

Mar. As well as may be ; 

Never in younger health, never more able : 

I mean to be your bed-fellow this night j 
Let me have good encounter. 

Beau. Bless me. Heaven, 

What a hot meat this greatness is ! 

Long. It may be ^ ; 

For I’ll be sworn he hath not got a snap 

This two mouths on my knowledge, or her woman 

Is damn’d for sw'earing it. 

Mar. I thank you, gentlemen, for your attend- 
ance, 

And also your great pains !• Pray know my lodgings 
Better and oftner 5 do so, gentlemen ! 

Now, by my honour, as I am a princ%' 

I speak sincerely, know my lodgings fetter, 

And be apt stjr^gers 1 I snap, see your service 

** Moil.] 5. e, A -mule. it im always spelt thus. 

From many examples which miglit ne produced, take the follow- 
ing For one that is sand^blynd woukle take an asse for a 

or another praise a rime ofiEobyn Hode for as excellent a ma- 
king as Troylus of Chaucer; ' yet. shoulde they not straightwais 
be counted roadde therefarei’-rr^rjMSMM^ Pra/se of FoUj/, iy Sir 
T//m.’MChal<fnerjl3S6.-^Mfeel. ' 
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■ % 

And your deservings, when you least expect- 
AU. We humbly thank your grace for this great 
favour. 

Mar. Jaques! 

Jaques. Your Grace ? 

Mar. Be ready for the country, 

Aijd let my tenants know the king’s great love ; 
Sa)4 1 would see them, but the weight at court 
Lies heavy on my shoulders ; let them know 
I do expect their duties in attendance 
’Gainst the next feast j wait for my coming. 

Go take up post-horse,’ and be full of speed. 

[Eail Jaques. 

JLady. 1 would desire your grace 

Mar. You shall desire. 

And have your full desire : Sweet duchess, speak I 
Lady. To have some conference with a gentle- 
man 

That seems not altogether void of reason : 

He talks of titles, and things near the crown j 
And knowing none so fit as your good gi’ace 

* wait Jbr coming io 

Take up pQSi-Imrsesil As his €h'a€e4n4magmaimn was 
going into the country, but only was sending Ida man with a rues- 
'sage thither, one should think it no Injhry done to the poets, to 
suppose they wTote, 

Go 

Take up post-horse i ^'^^.-^Sympson* 

. We thinjk this may refer to tlmlr aiiendance Against the ne/i 

It seems absolutely 'necessary to ada|^ s alleratiout 

as Jaques actually proceeds to the jjo&Mpijise# loengage t horw^^* 
In the next act, he mys^o ShattEl^on, .-r 

I must ride hard to-nighi, 

' _ And it is dark already-. 

The modem editors injudiciously 
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To give the difference in such points of state- 

, Whiii is he I : 

if he be noble, or have any part 

That’s worthy our converse, we do accept him. 

Lady. I can assure your grace his strain is noble j 
But he is very_subtle. , i l i 

Mar. Let him be so ! . 

Let hirn have all the brains, I shall demonstrate 
How this most Christian crown of France can bear 
No other show of title than the king’s. 

I will go in and meditate for half an hour. 

And then be ready for him presently ; 

X will convert him quickly, or confound him. 

Gent. Is mad Shattillion here ? 

; iat^.:^Ls:;here,\and hisdadyr;:;i;i;: 
Ipr’ytheei^iervahL'fotefohim' hither^ : 

V ;; ->§1111111 

What do you mean to put him to ? 
-^;;/;:Aff£^*'>-Tq>chafi:>|>> v; 

With tlie mad lad my husband ; ’tvrill be brave , , 

To hear them speak, babble, stare, and prate 1 
Beau. But what shall be the end of aU this, lady ? 

Leave that to me. Now for Ae grand 
dispute! 

For see, here comes Shattillion : As f liveV 
Methinks all , France should bear part of his griefs. " 

"■ ' ' Long. Bf.fet^iylord'ihe; duke. 

Shat. Wliereafo'L how ? ' 

0r wiiither will yOu lead; me ? to my death ? 

I crave my privilege ! §■„■';§> ■ ' 

I naust not die, but by: iost course of law. 

Gcwt His majesty hath senf by me your pardon ; 

He meaht not you shOtdd[ die,* but wmuld entreat 
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To lay the full state of your title open, 

Unto a grave and noble gentleman, ” ' . 

Enter Marine and Longueville. 

The duke of Burgundy, who here doth come ; 

^ ho, either by his wisdom will confute you. 

Or else inform and satisfy the king. 

Beati. May-t please your grace, this is the gen- 
tleman. _ ■ ‘ ; 

M^ar. Is this he that chops logic with my liege ? 
SJmt. Do ye mock me ? You are great ; the time 
will come 

When you shall be as much contemn’d as 1. 
Where are the ancient compliments of France, 
That upstarts brave the princes of the blood ? 
Mar. Your title, sir, in short I 
Shat. He must, sir, be 
A better statesman than yourself, that can 
Trip me in anything; I will not speak 
Before these witnesses. / 

Afar. -Depart the room ; 

For none shall stay, no, not my dearest duchess. 
Lady, [^Jside.] We’ll stand behind the arras, 
and hear all. 

l^Eiceunt all but Marine and Shattileion. 
Mar. In that chair take your place 5 I in this : 
Discourse your title now. 

* Shat. Sir, you shall know, 

My Love’s true4itle,* mine by marriage ; . f 
Setting aside the fir^t race of l^rerich kings. 

Which will not here concern us, m Ph^araond, 

* This seems a flirt on the English king’s title to France, hj 
Henry the Fifth — Theobald, 

Not a flirt, certainly, but an innocent parody. 

VOL. VII. 2 I 
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With Clodius, Meroveus, and Chilperick, 

And to come down unto the second race, 

Wiich we will likewise slip 

Mar. But take me with you ! 

Shat. I pray you give me leave ! Of Martel 
Charles, ^ 

The father of king Pepin, who was sire 
To Charles, the great and famous Charlemam j 
And to come to the third race of French kings, 
Which will not be greatly pertinent in this cause 
Betwixt the king and me, of which you know 
Hugh Capet was the first ; 

Next his son Robert, Henry then, and Philip, 
With Lewis, and his son a Lewis too. 

And of that name the seventh 5 but all this 
Springs from a female, as it shall appear — — 
Mar. Now give me leave ! I grant you this your 
title, ■ ■■■•', ■ 

At the first sight, carries some show of truth ; 

But if ye weigh it well, ye shall find light. 

Is not lus majesty possess’d in peace, 

And justice executed in his name ? 

And can you think the most Christian king 
Would do this, if he saw not reason for it ? 

Shat. But had not the tenth Lewis a sole daugh-. 
ter ? . ' 

, Mar. I cannot tell. , . j 

ShaV But answer me directly. & 

'■It-is.iypost seditipus’.qu'estion. 

Shat. Isthisydtff justice? 

Mar. I stand for my Idng. 

1- Shat. Was ever hipir-^parent.; thus abused I 
I’ll have your head lor^this ! TJ 
'tMar. Why, do your worst,! 

Shctt. Will no ptidistif to apprehend this traitor ? 
A ghard about my persoh ! : Will none come ? 
Must my town royal hands perform the deed ? 




f 
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Then thus I do arrest you. ISeizes him. 

Mar. Treason ! help I 

JSnter Lad^t Longueyiele, Beaufoet, and Gen- 
tleman. 

Lady. Help, help, my lord and husband • 

M&r. Help the duke ! 

Long. Forbear his grace’s person ! 

Skat. Forbear you 

To touch him that your heir apparent weds ! 

But, by this hand, I will have ail your heads. [Eadt. 
Gent. How doth your grace ? 

Gent. How do you find his title ? 

Mar. ’Tis a dangerous one. 

As can come by a female. 

Gent. Ay, ’tis true ; 

But the law Salique cuts him off from all. 

Long. I do beseech your grace how stands his 
title? 

Jlfar.'Pho! notHng! the law Salique cuts him 
off fi:om all. 

Lady. My gracious husband, you must now pre- 
pare. 

In all yom' grace’s pomp to entertain 
Your cousin, who is now a convertite. 

And follows here ; this night he will be here. 

Mar, Be ready aU in haste ! I do intend 
To shew before my cousin’s wond’ring face. 

The greatness of my pomp, and of my place- 

{Emmt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 


A Street. 


Enter Clbkimont, Us IVife, and AurTHONy. 

Cler. Sirrah, is all things carried to the tailor ? 
The measure and the fashion of the gown, 
■:With:^the:l^ ^ 

berready , ' ■ ' 

Within this two days. ■' 

I have a suit or two of ancient velvet. 

Which, with some small correcting and addition, 
May steal into the presence. 

’Would my ^g \ ‘ 

Were ready ! husband, I will lay my life 
To -make you sometliing ere to-morrow night. 

Ckr. It must not be t * 

Before we see the duke, and have advice, 

IIow to behave ourselves. ' Let’s in the while, 
Aad keep ourselves, ftoibiknowledge, till time shall 

' ^Exemt, 
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SCENE II 


A Room in Mariners House. 


Enter Longuevtlle And Beaufoet, 

Long. I much admire the fierce masculine spirit 
Of this dread Amazon. 

Beau. This following night 
I’ll havd a wench in solace. 

Long. Sir, I hear you, 

And will be with you, if I live j no more ! 

Marki, My lady would entreat your presence, ■ 
gentlemen. 

Beau. We will obey your lady ; she is worthy. 
Long* You, light o’ love,* a word or two. 
Maria. Your will, sir ? 

Long. Hark in your ear ! 

Wilt thou be married ? Speak, wilt thou marry ? 
JlforM. Married ? to whom, sir ? 

Long. To a' proper fellow. 

Landed, and able-bodied ? : , \ : 

Maria. Wliy do you flout nie, sir ? 

Long. I swear I do not ; 

I love thee for thy lady’s sake : Be free I 

S You, light done.] Amended in 17*0. See p. 19 of tHa 
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Maria. If I could meet such matches as you 
.speak of, 

I were a very child to lose my time, sir. 

Long. What sayest thou to monsieur Beaufort r 
Maria. Sir, 

I say he is a proper gentleman, and far 
Above my means to look at. 

‘Long. Dost thou like him ? 
jMam. Yes, sir, and ever did. 

He is thine own. 

ilfaria. You are too great in promises. 

Long. Be ruled. 

And follow my advice, he shall be thine. 

Maria. ’Would you would make it good, sir I 

Get thee a cushion underneath thy clothes, 

: : Andde|y§;jiie!::fest 

I cannot lose much by the venture, sure. 

Long. Thou wilt lose a pretty maidenhead, my 
rogue, 

OiT am much o’ th’ bowhaird.* You’ll regiember, 
If all this take effect, who did it for you. 

And what I may deserve for such a kindness ? 


■ Maria. Yours, sir. 


lEaeunt. 


« m ~ — o' th’ bow-hand.] Dr Johnson says the bow-hand is the 
han(J which draws the bow, which is the right. But I believe he 
is mistaken, and that it is the l^, in which the bow was held.’ 
This seems evidently iirthe phrase in the text, another 

instance of which he has quoted from Spenser’s Ireland. A third 
occurs in the Sea-Voyage : ' / 

XJherio. Well, you must hfve this we»ch then ? 

I hope so, 

I am much o’ th’ bcno-hand else. 
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SCENE III. 


A Street. Night, 


^nter Jaques and Shattilmon 

Jaques: Save you, sir ! 

Shat. Save the king ! 

Jaques. I pray you, sir, which is the nearest 
' way — . ' 

SJiat. Save the king ! This is the nearest w'ay. 

Jaques. Which is tlie nearest way to the post- 
house ? 

Shat. God save the king and his post-house 1 ^ 

Jaques. I pray, sir, direct me to the house. 

AAa^.,Heaven save the Idng ! You cannot catch 
me, sir. 

Jaques. I do not understand you, sir. 

Shat. You do not ? 

I say, you cannot catch me, sir. 

Jaques. Not catch you, sir ? 

Shati No, sir ; nor can the king, 

With all his stratagems, and his forced tricks, 
(Although he put his nobles in disguise. 

Never so oft, to sift into my words) - i 
By course of law, lay hold upon my life. 

Jaques. It is a business that my lord the duke 

s Poi^-IiorseJ So the first folio reads, ■'nie text is from the 
second. 


% 


504 ' 


THE NOBLE 


[Act IV, 


Is by Ihe king employ’d in, and he thinks 
I am acquainted with it, £Aside. 

fihat. 1 shall not need 

To rip the cause up, from the first, to you ; 

But if his ma-jesty had suffer’d me 
To marry her, though she be, after him. 

The right heii'-general to the crown of France, 

I would not have convey’d her into Spain, ^ 

As it was thought, nor would I e’er have join’d 
With the reformed churches, to make them 
Stand for my cause. 

Jafices. I do not think you would. 

SJiat. I thank you, sir. And since I see you are 
A favourer of virtues kept in bondage,. 

Tell directly to my sovereign king, 

(For so I will acknowledge him for ever) . 

How you have found my staid affections 
Settled for peace, and for the present state. 

Jaques. Why, sir 

Shat. And, good sir, tell him further this j 
That notwithstanding all suggestions brouglit 
To him against me, and all his suspicions 
(Which are innumerable) of my treasons, " 

If he will warrant me but public trial, 

I’ll freely yield myself into his hands : , 

Can he have more than this ? 

Jaques. No, by my troth. ; 

Shit. I would his majesty 'would hear but reason 
AswcUasvou! 

Jaques. Bufij^ you dp mistake me, 

For I ne’dr saw We ifeng 

In all my life but once) Therefore, good sir. 

May it please you to slfow me which is the post- 

' ' house ? ' ' ■ ‘ 






Shat. I 


'■t. I ciy ypu mefejj . sir ! then you’re my 
friend 


Jaques, Yes, sir. 
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Shat. And sucli men are very rare with me i 
The post-house is hard’ by. Fareweil ! " 

Jaques. I thank you, sir ! I must ride hard to- 
, night. 

And it is dark already. 

Shat. I am cruel. 

To send this man directly to his death. 

That is my friend, and I might easily save him : 
He shall not die. — Come back, my friend, come 
back! . 

Jaques. What is your will ? 

Shat. Do you not know ? 

Jaques, Not I. 

Shat. And do you gather nothing by my face i 
Jaques. No, sir. 

Shat. Virtue is ever innocent. 

Lay not the fault on me ; I grieve for you, 

And wish that all my tears might win your saiety^ 
Jaques. Why, sir ? 

Shat. Alas, good friend, you are undone, 

The more ill fortune mine, to be the means 
Of your sad overthrow : You know not me ? 
jaques. No, truly, sir. 

Shat. ’Would you had never seen me ! 

I am a man pursued by the whole state, 

And sure some one hath seen me talk witli you. 
.Jaques. Yes^ divers, sir. 

Shat. Why then, your head is gone. 

Jaques. I’ll out of town. 

Shat . ’Would it were soon enough 1 
Stay, if you love your life or else you arb taken. 
Jaques. What shall I do ; 

Shat. I’ll venture deeply for him. 

Rather than cast away an innocent : — 

Take courage, friend 1 I will preserve thy life. 
With hazard of mine own. 

Jaques. I thank you, sir. 
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SliciL This night thou shalt be lodged within mj 
doors, 

Which shall be all loch’d fast ; and in the morn 
I’ll so provide, you shall have free access 
To the sea-side, and so be shipt away. 

Ere any know it. 

Jaques, Good sir, suddenly ! 

I am afraid to die. 

Shat. Then follow me. \Exemi into a house.^ 

Enter Shattiluon’s Zone. 

.Love. This way he went, and there’s the house 
I hope h 

His. better angel hath directed him 
To leave the wand’ring streets. Poor gentleman! 
’Would I were able with as free a heart 
To set his soul right, as I am to grieve 
The ruin of his fame, which God forgive me ! — 
[Knocks at the door. Shattilion ai) 2 )ears at a 
's.indoti'. 

Sir, if you be within, I pray, sir, speak to me. ^ 
Shat. I am within, and will be: What are you ? 
Love. A friend. 

Shat. No, sir ; you must pardon me j 
I am acquainted with none such. — Be speedy, 

[I’o Jaq,ues xdthm. 
Eriehd ; .there is no other remedy. 

Zone., A word, sir ! I say, I am your friend. 

Shat. You cannot ’scape by any other means ; 

Be not fearful. — God save the king 1 What’s your 
' ' business, sir ? . ; 

Zc»e. To speak with you. ; , 

Speak out then. ; 

Love. Shall I not come up ? 

Shat, Thou shalt hot.^Flyi if thou be’st thine 
own friend ; 

3 ■' T 
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There lies the suit, and all the furniture 
Belonging do the head : On with it, friend I 
Love. Sir, do you hear ? 

Shat. I do ; God bless the king !-— 

It was a habit I had laid aside 
For my own person, if the state had forced me. 

’ Love. Good sir, unlock your door ! 

, Be full of speed ! 

I see some twenty musqueteers in ambush. — 
Whate’er thou art, know I am here, and will be. 
Seest thou this bloody sword that cries tevenge 
Shake not, my friend ; through millions of these 
foes 

I’ll be thy guard, and set thee safe aboard. 

Love. Dare you not trust me, sir ? 

Shat. My good sword before me. 

And my allegiance to the king, I tell thee, 
Captain, (for so I guess thee by thy arms. 

And the loose flante of halberdiers about thee) 
Thou art too weak and foolish to attempt me. — 

If you be ready, follow me j and, hark you, 

Upon your life speak to no living wight. 

Except myself! 

Love. Monsieur Shattillion i 
Shat. Thou shalt not call again ! Thus with my 
sword, 

And the strong faith I bear unto the king, 

(Whom God preserve I) I will descend my chamber. 
And cut thy throat \ I swear, I’ll cut thy throat.--- 
Steal after me, and live. {Lait. 

Love. I will not stay _ ,, , . ", ■; ■ . 

The fury of a man so far distacted. 

Enter Shattillion with 1u$ Sword drawn. 

Shat. Where is the officer that dares not enter, 
To entrap the life of my distressed friend ? 


f- ;:;sl 
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Ay, have you Iiid yourself ? you must be found ! 

What do you fear ? is not authority 

On your side ? Nay, I know the king’s command 

Will be your warrant ; why then fear you ? Speak ! 

What strange designs are these ! Shattiilion, 

Be resolute and bear thyself upright, 

■ Though the whole world despise thee. Soft ! me- 
thinks - 

I heard a rushing which was like the shalic 
Of a discover’d officer; I’ll search 
The whole street over but I’ll find thee out. 

; rr; : y . IEmL 

Enter jAQijES m Wonian^s App^ret^/rdm the Home. 

Jaques. How my joints do shake ! ’\VIiere had I 
been 

But for this worthy gentleman, that hath 
Some touch of my infortunes ? ’Would I were 
Safe under hatches once, for Callicut ! 

Farewell, the pomp of court ! I never more 
Can hope to be a duke, or any thing 
I never more shall see the glorious face 
my fair-spreading lord that loved me well. 

: y SHAXTinLioN.' :■ ^ 

Shat.] Fly' you so fast ? I had a sight of you. 

But would ppt follow you, I was too wise ; 

Ifou shall not lead BapiWith, -ft cunning trick, 

Where you may catch me. , Poor Shattiilion 1 f 

Hath the king’s anger left thee ne’er a friend ? 

No, all men’s loves move by the breath of kings. 

Jaques. It is the genttemaU that saved my life.— - 
Sir I \ 

Bless Shattiilion I Another plot? 

Jaques. No,"sif,;;’'tiS'L-' , ' ,■ 



’ ohat. I ou should not be a woman by your stature. 
Jaques. I am none, sir. 

Shat. I know it j then keep 
Strange men and times ! How l am still prcseiTed ! 
Here they have sent a yeoman of the guard 
Disguised in woman’s clothes, to work on me, 

To make love to me, and to trap my words, 

And so ensnare my life. — I know you, sir : 

Stand back, upon your peril ! r^Ca'n this be 
In Christian commonweals ? From this time fortli 
I’ll cut off all the means to 'work on me : 

I’ll ne’er stir from my house, and keep my doors 
Lock’d day and night, and cheapen meat and drink 
At the next shops by signs out of my window, 
And, having bought it, draw it up in my garters. 
Jaqites. Sir, will you help me ? 

Shat. Do not follow me ! 

I’ll take a course to live, despite of men. 

[Exit into the Jmm. 
Jaques. He dares not venture for me : Wretched 
Jaques ! 

Thou art undone for ever and for ever. 

Never to rise again. What shall I do 

Enter ' ^ 


Wliere shall I hide me ? Here is one to take me : 
I must stand close, and not speak for my life. 
Beau. This is the time of night, and this tb 
haunt. 


r 
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In which Luse to catch my waistcoateers 
It is not very' dark ; no, I shall spy *em. 

I have walk’d out in such a pitchy night, 

I could not see my fingers this far off, 

And yet have brought home venison by the smell;; 
I hope they have not left their old walk. 
Jaques.] Ah ! 

Have I espied you sitting ? By this light, 

To me there’s no such fine sight in the world, 

As a white apron betwixt twelve and one : 

See how it glisters ! Do you think to ’scape ? ? 

So 1 now I have you fast : Come, and do not strive ; 
It takes away the edge of appetite : 

Come, I’ll be liberal every way; Take heed 
You make no noise, for waking of the watch ! 

lE3:eunt. 




SCENE IV. 


A HaU in Marine’s House, miJi a Throne m the 

. v;.* .EKfer DLEMMONT 

Cler. Now the blessing of some happy guide, 
To bring us to the duke 1 we are ready. 


- Wmicoatem.} Strumpets. I'he term has been already suffi- 
cietitly explained. , , , , , 
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■f 

Enter Longueville and Gentleman fr^ the House. 

.Come forward ! See, the door is opened ; 

And two of his gentlemen ! I’li speak to them ; 
And mark how I behave myself !— God save ye ! 
For less I cannot wish to men of sort,’ 

And of your seeming : Are you of the duke’s ? 

" Long. We are, sir, and your servants j your sa- 
lutes 

iWe give you back again with many thanks. 

Cler. When did you hear such words before, 

I)d you not dare to ans^^ yet--“Is’t fit ' 

So mean a gentleman as myself should crave 
■The presence of the great duke, your master ? 
Gent. Sir, you may. 

Long. Shall we desire your name, and business, 
sir ? 

And we will presently inform him of you. 

Cler. My name is Clerimont. 

' Gent • Yotfre^.his grace’s kinsmah^;K“ ; f ^ ■ 

Or I am much mistaken. 

Cler. You are right ; 

Some of his noble blood runs through these veins. 
Though far unworthy of his grace’s knowledge. 
Long. Sir, we must all be yours : His grace’s 
kinsman. 

And we so much forgetful ? ’Twas a rudeness,^ 
And must attend your pardon : Thus.I crave it : 
First to this beauteous lady^ whom i; take 

■■■ :..,^ ..-H- ■ ' ^Kisses her. 

7 Men o/sort] Sort means here quality. The word 

occurs in the same sense in the Midsummer height’s Dream, 

oofie of noble smt 
Would so offend a virgin/* 


512 


THE NOBLE 


[Act IV. 


I'o be yo«r wife, sir •, next your mercy ! 

CkrJ Voii'liavc it, sir, — I notiike this kissing} 

It lies so open to a world of wishes. [Aside. 

Gent. This is the merry fellow } this is lie 
That must be noble too ! 

Long. And so he shall. 

If all the art I have can make him noble : 

I’ll dub him with a knighthood, if his wife - 
Will be but forward, and join issue ; 

I like her above excellent. 

Gent. Will’t please you 
To walk a turn or two, whilst to the duke 
We make your coming known ? 

C’fer. I shall attend, sir. 

[Exeunt Gentleman and Loxgueville, 
Wife. These gentlemen are very proper men, 
And kiss the best that e’er I tasted.-?— 

For goodness sake, husband, let i#®fcver more 
Come near the country, whatsoe’er betide us ! 

I am in malice with the memory 
Of that same stinking dunghill. 

Cler. Why, now you are ray chicken and my 
y V dear ; . / 

Love where I love, hate where I hate ! Now 
You shall have twenty gowns, and tw’enty chains. 
See ! the door’s opening. 

Groom. Room afore there I the duke is ent’ring. 

Enter yiAmisigi, and,^MatS :}dmself on the Throne, 
Lady, LoNGdEvaLBj Gen&maw, and Maeia. 

Cler. It is the duke, even he himself : Be merry ! 
This is the golden age the poet speaks on. 

Wlfe{, I pray it be not hrazen’et by their faces j 
And yet methinks they are the neatest pieces 
For shape and cutting that e’er ;| beheld. 



SceotjIV.] gentleman., ' v ,ns 

Ckr. Most gracious duke, mj poor snpdsc and 
^ “yseif metjhml 

m kiss your mighty foot 5 and next to that. 

The great hand of your duchess ; ever wishiiif*' 
Your honours ever springing, and vour years— 
Mar. Cousin! ‘ ■ 

Ckr. Your grace’s vassal, far unworthy 
Th§ nearness of youE^ilood. 

Mar. Correct me yot ; 

I know the word I speak, and know the pi^son. 
Though I be something higher than the place 
Where common men have motion ; and, descending 
Down with my eye, their forms are lessen’d to me ; 
Yet from this pitch can I behold my own, 

(From millions of those men that have no mark) 
And in* my fearful stoop can make them stand. 
When others feel my souse, ® and perish. Cousi?!, 
Be comforted 1 you are very welcome ! So 
Is your fair wife 1 the charge of whom I give 
To my own dearest and best beloved. 

Tell me j have you resolved yourself for court. 
And utterly renounced the slavish country, 

With all the cares thereof ? 

Ckr. I have, sir. 

Mar. Have you 

Dismiss’d your eating household, sold your hangings 
Of Nebuchadnezzar, (for such they were, 

As I remember) with the furnitures 
‘Belonging to your beds and chambers ? 

9 JVken others Jeel my Soul, and pew/*.] ' So the first folio ; but 
the two following editions read, - 

When others feel my feet, and perish. 

Sysnpson alters soul to souse, which is undoubtedly right, as cor- 
responding with the other terms of falconry used in this speech. 
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you most carefully ta’en off tlie lead 
From yoiu’ roof, weak with age, and so prevented 
Tlie rum of your house, and clapt him in 
A suinracr suit of thatch, to keep him cool ? 

Ckr. All this I have performed. 

Mar. \I)esce7ids.'] Then lend me all your hands : 

I will embrace my cousin. 

Who is an understanding gentleman ; -- 

And with a zeal mighty as is my name. 

Once more I bid you welcome to the court. 

My state again I’ 

{Resumes his seat under the canopy. 
Lady. As I was telling you, your husband must be 
No more commander ; look to that ! be several 
At meat and lodging ; let him have board wages. 
And diet ’mongst his men i’ th* town ; for pleasure, 
If he be given to it, let him have it ; 

Else as your own fancy shall direct you. Cousin, 
You see tHs mighty man here ; he was an ass 
"When he came first to town 5 indeed he was 
Just such another coxcomb as your husband, 

God bless the mark, and every good man’s^^hild ! 
This must not stir you, cousin. 

Wife. Heaven forbid ! — 

Long. Sweet Maria, provide the cushion I’eady 
for it. , , . 

Maria. It shall be done. — 

Mar. Receive all your advices from ourself j 
Be once a-day with us,: And so, farewell 
For this time,' thy !— Gentlemen, 


-Ify. state ;Thatisy'i/:wi!l' resume my state a|ain. ' 

.state' meaas!^tlie caaoj^y im.der whkli tlie tlirooe or a cliair of di|* 
’ultyywas placed. Marine had ''descended from it to salute Ms 
cOnsin, and now resmhes’ 

'The stage directions’ 'are noWintroducedfof the first timoj like 
most others in these plays.' , > ■ . 'i ;-r' . , 
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Conduct him to his lodging. 

Lady. Farewell, 

And think upon mj words I 
Wife. I shall observe them. 

_ {ExemtldiA^m'E. and Laiti. 

Ller. Health, and the king’s continual love, at- 
tend you ! 

Cent. Oh, for a private place to ease my luno-s I 
Heaven give me patience ! such a pak of jades 
Were never better ridden to this hour. 

Pray Heaven they hold out to the journey’s end ! 
Lo 9 ^. Twitch him aside, good monsieur, whilst 
I break 

tFpou the body of his strength, his wife : 

I have a constant promise she’s my own. 

Gent. Ply her to windward !— Monsieur, you 
have taken 

The most compendious way to raise yourself. 

That could have been deliver’d by a counsel. 

Cler. I have some ceftaih aims, sir. JBut my 

Gent.’' 'Yom wife I you must not let that trouble 

Ckr. ’Twill, sk, to see her in a stranger’s arms. 
Gent. What mean you ? 

Let her alone ! be wise ; stk not a foot ; 

For if you do, all your hopes are buried ; 

J swear you are a lost man if you stk. 

I |hank you, sir ; I will be more advised. 
Gent. But what great office do you level at i 
Ckr. Sir, they are kissing ! . ' 

Gent. Let them kiss. 

And much good may’t do then hearts I* they must 
kiss, 

* And much may do their good hearts.] Corrected 8000% ia 


516 


THE NOBLE 


[Act, IV. ;; 

And kiss, and double kiss, and kiss again, 

Or you may kiss the post for any rising ; 

Had your noble kinsman ever mounted 

To these high spheres of honour, now he moves in. 

But for the kisses of his wife ? 

Cler. I know not. 

Gent. Then I do : Credit me, he had been lost, 

A fellow of no mark, and no repute, 

Had not his wife kiss’d soon, and very sweetly ; 

She was an excellent woman, and dispatch’d him 
To his fell being, in a moment, sir. 

, [Exeunt and Wife. 

Ckr. But yet, methinks he should not take her, 
sir. 

Into a private I'oom. 

flourish ! 

You’re a made man for ever. I do envy you ! 

If you stand, your fortune’s up ; 

You are the happiest man, but your great cousin, 
Tliis day in court. Well, I will marry, surely, 

And not let every man out-run me thus. 

’Tis time to be mine own friend ; I’ll not dive ^ 

In town here, and direct the readiest way 
To other men, and be a slave myself ! , 

Cler. Nay, good sir, be not moved ; I am your 

servant, v,;,;,::-”''™ 

, And will not be ungrateful for this Iqnowledge. 

. Will you be walking home ? : 

Cler. T'^ould/ld^ir^ 

To have my wife along. . 

: : • You are too raw: 

Be gone,:and take no nbtice where you left her j 
Let her return at leisure ! If she stay 

' , 3 J fcj Corrected by Synapson, without noticing the varia* 

" ' ■ tion* ' ' ' ' '' ‘ 'C-; '"-r' • ' ' V " ■ . ' ' 
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A month ’twill be the better : Understand me ; 

1 ms gentleman can do it. 

Ckr. I will, sirs 

And, Wife, remember me ; a duke, a duke, Wife ! 

Gent. Aboard her, Longueville ! she’s thine owil 
To me. 

The fooling of this fool is venery. 


SCENE V.-. 


A Room in Bemfoit’s HOitse. 


comelha?® libt#b^iS ? 

’ Behold, 

And follow me ! here ! not a word ! go in ; 

Grope by the wails, and you shall find a bed ; 

Lie down there ; see, see ! A turn or two, to give 
ii ' My blood some heat, and I am presently 

. Darkness, by thy leave, I come. 

[Ea^eimt into a house, 

I ^ Maria. I am perfect in my lessen : Be my speed. 

Thou god of marriage ! This is the door. I’ll knock. 

' ' . , . IKmchs. 

Beau. [JVithin.'] Who’s there? I cannot come 

I' yet ,, 

'■-L ' ■ ' 
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Marm. Monsieur Beaufort ! 

Beaiu Stay till I light a candle. Who are yoU 1 
Maria. Sir, a poor gentlewoman. 

Enter Beaufort. 


jBeaw. Oh, come in : 

1*11 find a time for you too.— -Be not loud. 

Maria. Sir, you have found that time already j 
Shame on my soul therefore ! 

Why, what’s the matter ? 

Maria. Do you not see, sir ? is your light so dim ? 
Beau. Do you not wait on the lady Mount Ma- 
> rine? 

Maria. I do, sir j but my love on you, , 
:v;^'':Beaw.-:Poor soulLX:^ ■ ; 

liow cam’st thou by this big beUy I 
' Jiarirn;: B^;ypurselfi;/y 

Beau. By Heaven^ I never touch’d your body. 
Maria. Yes! 

Unswear that oath again ! I’ll tell you all : ? 

These two years I have loved you ; but tlw; means 
How to enjoy you I did never know, „ > 

Till Twelfth-night last; when, hhatihg of your 
game 

To take up wenches privc^te jnfthe night, ^ 

I apprehended straight^lhismourse to make 
Myself as one of them,^knd wait your coming : 

I did so, and enjoy’d you, and now this child 
That now is quick mthin me — Hide my shame. 

And marr*^, or else I must be forced 

/ : Xo%. Monsieur Beaufort, monsieur 

Beim. Who’s that calls ? 

Lowg. Are you a-bedt \ 



Scene V.] GENTLEMAM. : ‘ 5ie 

Beau, No, sir.- — The hangings ft ' 

Enter Eongueviele. 

Long. Nay, monsieur, I’ll forbid tliat ; we’ll have 
fair play. 

Lend me your candle ! Are you taken, Beaufort ? 
A lecher of your practice, aiid close carriage. 

To be discover’d thus ? I am ashamed 

'So great a master in his art, should fail, ' ’ 

And stagger in his grounds. 

JBeati. You are wide ; 

This woman and myself are man and w'ife, 

And have been so this half year. 

Where are you now ? Have I been discover’d ? 
You cannot break so easily on me, sir j 
I am too wary to be open’d by you. 

Long. But these ai'e but illusions, to give colour 
To your most mystic lechery ! But, sir. 

The be% hath beti-ay’d you ; all must out. 

Bern. Good Longueviiie,beHere me,on myfaith, 
I am iier husband. 

Long. On my faith, I cannot. 

Unless I saw your hands fast, and your hearts. 
jScaw. Why, Longueville, when did I give that 
to your ears 

That was not truth ? By all the world, she’s mine. 
She is my wife ! And, to confirm you better, 

I give my self again : Here, take my hand, 

And 3^>urs! we arc once more molded : ' , ' : 
Will this content you ? i, ;' ' T ’ 

Long. Yes, I’m believing j aM dod give you 

^S’ftS:::ft^'' Si : ■ 

Beau. My loving wife, I will not wrong thee : 

That is, tow llie eyrtains,- 
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Since T am thine, and only loved of thee. 

From this hour, I vow myself a new man. 

Be not jealous ; for though I had a purpose 
To have spent an hour or two in solace otherwise, 
(And was provided for it) yet my love 
Shall put a better temper to my blood. — - 
Come out, thou w'oman of unwholesome life ! 

Be sorry for thy sins, and learn to mend ! 

Enter Jaques. 

Nay, never hide your face ; you shall be seen. 

Xo«g. Jaques ? why, Jaques 1 art thou that Jaques, 
The very staff and right-hand of our duke ? 

Speak, thou bearded Venus. 

Jaques. I am he. 

By miracle preserved to be that Jaques. 
within this two hours, gentlemen, poor Jaques 
Was but as corse in grave : A man of wisdom. 
That, of my conscience, if he had his right 
Should have a pretty state— But that’s all one— 
That noble gentleman did save this life ; 

. :I.keep,if for him ; " ’tis his own. i 
Long. Oh, Bacchus! j. 

Is all the world drunk ?— Come ! we’ll to the duke. 
And give thanks for this delivery. . [Exeunt. 


Act V.] GENTLEMAN. 


‘ ACT V. SCENE L 


A Hall in 


Entet' Makine and Jaques. 

Mar. Not gone unto my tenants, to relate 
My grace, and honour, and the mightiness 
Of my new name, which would have struck a terror 
Through their coarse doublets to their very hearts ? 

Jaques. Alas, great lord and master,! could scarce 
With safety of my life return again 
Unto ybur grace’s house : And, but for one 
That had some merfcy, I had sure been bang’d. 
Mdr. My house ? 

Jaques. Yes, sir, this house; your house i’ th’ 

• ^:tOwn. ■ 

Mar. Jaques, we are displeased ; hath it ho 
name ? 

Jaques. What name ? 

'r:Mar.^ Dull rogue ! what, hath the king bestow’d 
So ma Ate h onours. open’d all his springs, 

And snwer’d his graces down upon ^yj lieadi, 
And has my house ho name? nb tilte' yet ? 
Burgundy-house, you ass ! ' . ' 

Your grace’s mercy 1 

And when I was come off, and had recover’d 
Burgundy-house, I durst not yet be seen, ^ 
But lay all night, for fear of pursuivants, 

In Burgundy privy-house. 
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Mar. Oh, sir, ’tis well ; 

Can you remember now ? But, Jaques, know. 

Since thy intended journey is so crost, 

I will go down myself this morning. 

Jaques. Sir ? 

Mar. Have I not said this morning ? 

Jaques. But consider, 

Tliat nothing is prepared yet for your journey { 
Your grace’s teams not here to draw your clothes. 
And not a carrier yet in town to send by. 

Jfhn I say, once more, go about it. 

You’re a wise man ! you would have me linger time. 
Till I have worn these clothes out. Will you go ? 

[EiTzV J aoues.-- 

’ Make yomready, wifel^; ’ > ■ . ■ Y 

'■ }/ 

-mighty 

Mar. Nay, for the country. 

Lady. How, for the country ? 

Mar. Yes i I am resolved Y 

To see my tenants in this bravery, 

Make them a sumptuous feast, witli a slight show 
Of Dives and Lazarus, and a squib or two^ ; 
And so return. . ; ' 

Lady. Why, sir, you are not mad ? i 
Mar, How many dukes have you known mad? 

’ ''i jT'pray speak,;^,;. 

' Lady. You afh the'lrst, sir, and 1 hope the last : 
But you are stark hoiTi'-mad. ; ; 
:i:Y,,,.J£ar.,Eorbear,.goQd . 

J^ady. As I have faith, you are mad ! Yfour horns 
Have been too heavy for you, and have broke 
Your skuU in pieces, if you be in earnest. 

Mar. Well, you sbaB know my skull and wits are^ 
.-'Whofoy'" -i/rv 
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Ere I have done ; and yet I am in earnest. ' 

Lady, Why, do you think FU go ? 

Mar. I know you shall. 

Lady. I shall ? By what authority shall I ? 

Mar. 1 am your husband. 

Lady. True; I confess it: 

And, by that name, the world hath given vou 
A i)ower to sway me : But, sir, you shall know 
There is a greater bond thatties me here, ^ 

^ Allegiance to the king : Has he hot heapkl 
Those honours on you to no other end. 

But to stay you here .? and shaU I have a hand 
In the offending such a gracious prince ? 

BesideSj our own undoings lies upon’t. 

Were there no other cause, I do not see. 

Why you should go, if I should say you should not. 
Mar. Do you think so ? 

Lady. Yes, faith. 

3far. Now, good wife. 

Make me understand that point. 

7 ,: 

.DidTnOtfbring: you Mther 
Mar. lYes. 

Lady. And were 

Not all these honours wrought out of the fire ^ 

;:’;By me:?';;--:,';-; 7 7-:;7'f '^■:'7 • 

7ii7|l^r. By ypui 7: .- ; ^^ 7 

Lady. By me ? how strange you make it ! 
Wheh^pu came first, did you not walk the town 
In a lbl% cloaky^ half-compass ? an old haf ^ 

Lined with vellure, and on it, fe a hfihdj 

A skein of crimson crewel ? f; | 

s — Did ^ou mi %m!k the 
In a long chah half compass ? m dd hat ■ • 

Lined mih veliare ? md m Hfjhr a hand^ [ ■ , 

A skein of crimson creweLj' . A d&ak hdfmnipass was prolja^* 
bly one which came only half round the body* Cotgrave explain? 


♦ 
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MaK I confess it 

Ladjf. And took base courses ? 

3Iar. Base? 

Ladij. Base, by this light 1 
Extreme base, and scurvy, monstrous base ! 

Mar. What were these courses, wife ? 

Lady. Why, you shall know : 

Did you not, thus attired, trot up and down, 
Plotting for vile and lousy offices. 

And agreed with the seijeant of the bears,® 

To buy his place ? Deny this, if you can. 

Mar. Why, it is true. 

Lady. And was not that monstrous base ? 

Mar. Be advised, wife; a bear’s a princely beast 
Lady. A bear ? . 

Mar. Yes, wife ; and one side venison. 

Lady. You are more than one side fool ; i’m sure 
of that. , / f ^ 

Mar. But since you have vex’d me, wife, know 
you shall go ; 

Or you shall never have penny from me. 

Lady. Nay, I have done : "And though I know 
’twill be ■ 

Your overthrow, I’ll not forsake you now. 

. Mar. Be ready then. \_Eni 

Lady. I will. , 
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country cloak, or coarse and &c&ntk cloak»^* The 


lieit seetna toconiraa-BIr Maloneys conjecture, that the Jtalf^dr'- 
tks 9 which Boll Tearshe%1i '•■HiBry IV. threatens to forswear, 
( Shakspeare, 1803, XII.' 247, and which seem to have been 

an article 'oi' dress appropriat|B''ld\s'trtmpets,_ were not short bed- 
^ gowns, as Staevens supposes, douh\'^'Vellure seems to 
have;been'a coarsO,^.shaggy-:shift.. Momerkire miue^ Cotgrave 
translates, an Irish>uf,mantle,-ca3ow.^^----€retijeZisa old term 
to worsted. i /■ ' -X' ^ 


f: 


Serjeant qf ike km 
celebrated PariS’^gardeB 


w3'\Thfe warprobably an officer in the 
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Scene L] 


Enter Beaxjfoet, Longueville, Gentleman, and 
, Mama. 

Long. [Enteying.l What, are you married, Beau- 
> :y; f : fort ? ’ : ' 

Beau. Ay, as fast 

; As. words, and hearts, and hands, and priest can 
, make us. 

^ ■ Lady. Oh, gentlemen, we are. undone ! 

Lady. This gentleman, the lord of Lorne,^ my 
Lusband, ' . - v . 

Will be gone down to shew his play-fellows 
Where he is gay. 

Beaic. What, down into the country ? 

Lady. Yes, ’faith. Was ever fool but he so cross ? 
I would as fain be gracious to him. 

As he could wish me ; but he will not let me : 
Speak faithfully, will he deserve my mercy I 

Long, According to his merits, he should wear 
A guarded coat, and a great wooden dagget.® 

“* ’ The lord of Lome.] A punning allusion to a title in the fa- 

mily of Argyle. Perhaps it may have been occasioned by Ar- 
chibald, seventh ear! of Argyle, going to Rome, and becoming 
a convert there in 1619, whereby he Tost the benefit of his pos- 
^ sessions till his returning to England, and making his peace at 
court In the new edition of Somers’s Tracts, _ (vo! IL p. .5 IS,) a 
punning invective against him is preserved, whicii begins thus — 

Now Earl of Guile and Lord %:-Z.owtho» goes,' ' 
Leaving thy native prince to serv^.' thy ' 

It is not unlikely that such a pun, being popular at the time, 
should be alluded to in a contemporary play. 

s A guarded coat, a great wooden dagger.| Guarded xaaw% 
faced, turned up. The wooden dagger was frequently an attri- 
bute of the domestic fool. See Mr Douce’s highly curious dls- 
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Zaif. If there be any woman, that doth know 
The duties ’twixt a husband and his wife. 

Will speak but one word for him, he shall ’scape : 
Is not that reasonable ? But there’s none. 

Be ready therefore to pui’sue the plot 
We had against a pinch ; for he must stay. 

Long. Wait you here for him, whilst I go. 

And make the king acquainted with your sport,* 
For fear he be incensed for your attempting 
Places of so great honour. ‘ 

Lady. Go j be speedy ! 

Enter Maeiute, CLERUioNt, Wife, Jaoues, An» 
THOKY, !Mauia, and Groo???. 

Mar. Come ; let me see how all things are dis- 
posed of. 

Jaques. One cart will serve for all your furniture, 
With room enough behind to ease the footman, 

A cap-case® for your linen and your j)late. 

With a Stonge lock that opens with Amen. ’ 

For, my young lord, because of easy portage,.- 
A quiver of your grace’s, lined wdth cunny, 

Made to be bang’d about the nurse’s neck, 

, Thus, with a scarf or towel— — 


aertation on tli© Fools and Clowns of Sbakspeare, tipud Iliostra* 
'tions,.!!* 32L , 

^ A eap<^cmefJ}’ Skesw^^od eKplam^.-tbis word, Estuif de bomiet 

^ ® With a strange lock that opens imth Amen.] This mil be ea- 
sily understood by a quotation of a few lines from Mr Cp-ew^s 
verses to Mr May, on liis'oomedy' .lulled 'the Heir: speaking of 
the plot of the play, he e:^,esser'lMmself thus ; 


- '5- ■ The,_whole plot doth alike itself disclose 
' . , Through the- five acts, as doth, a lock that goes 
' , - With lettOT for^ till every' onfe be known, 

The lock^s asfast m if you had fomd'mmJ*^Spm2nofh 
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Mar. Very good 1 
Jaques. Nay, 

’Tis well ; but bad you stay’d another week, 

I would have bad you furnish’d in such pomp 
As never duke of Bui'gundy was furnish’d ; 

You should have had a sumpter, though ’tha^d cost 
me 

Tjie laying out myself,® where now you are fain 
To hire a ripier’s mare,^ and buy new dossers ; 
.But 1 have got them painted with your arms, 
T^N^With a fair Damex carpet of my own 
Laid cross for the more state. 

Mar. Jaques, I thank you : 

Your cai-pet shall be brush’d, and sent you home. 
What, are you ready, wife ? 

Lady. An hour ago. 

Mar. I cannot chuse but kiss thy royal lips. 
Dear duchess mine, thou art so good a woman. 
Beau. You would say so, if you knew all, good- 

^ , [Aside. 

Ckr. This was the happiest fortune could befal 

Now^ in his absence, will I follow close 
Mine own preferment j and I hope, ere long, ^ 


The laying on myself. 1 Sympson proposes a reading here, 
which we think greatly mends the text : 

The buying one myself. — Ed. 1778. 

I have adopted Mr Mason’s proposed alteration, for hying in, 
which he ssys is the old text, but is not to be found in any edi- 
tion, in t!» , preceding bne, is a padk-ho»e. 

3 To hire a ripper’s mare, and buy net# dossers, - - - - - 
With a fair Damex carpet. 1 Asnpp^t is a word not of En- 
glish, but French growth, I imagine we should write as the French 
do, thus: A npier’s mare, i. e. one that carries fish from the 
sea. side, &c. Dossers, or dorsers, are paniers. Darncx carpet, 
i. c.,a carpet of Toumay. — Sympson. _ , 

Damex is the corruption ot Daomick, the FleniL-haame of 
Tournay. 
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To mal^e my mean and humble name so strong 
As my great cousin’s ; when the world shall know 
I bear too hot a spirit to live low. 

The next spring will I down, my wife and house- 
hold; 

I’ll have my ushers, and my four lacquies, 

Six spare caroches too : But mum, no more ! 

What I intend to do, I’ll keep in store. 

Mar. Montez^ montez ! Jaques, be our querry !* 
Groom. To horse there, gentlemen, and fall in 
couples! 

Mar. Come, honour’d duchess ! 


Enter Longueville. 


Lmg. Stand, thou proud man 1 
Mar. Thieves, Jaques ! raise the people ! 

Long. No ; raise no people ! ’Tis the king’s com- 
mand 

Which bids thee once more stand, thou haughty 
man ! 

Thou art a monster; for thou art ungrateful. 

And, like a fellow of a rebel nature, 

Hast flung from his embraces : And, for 
His honours given thee, hast not return’d 
So much as thanks ; and, to oppose his will, ^ 
Kesolved to leave the court, and set the realms 
A-fire, in discontent and open action : 

Therefore he bids thee stand, thou proud man, 
Whilst, with, the whisking Af piy sword about, 

I take thy honours* off' f This first sad whisk 
Takes off thy dukedom ; thou art but an earl. 


* Mfiunlye, Mountye, J aQias ie Oitr querry.] The second fo, 
playsj and is, an abbrevMo|l»l««USfWffifi^M>e piwlOT J® 
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Xo»o- llh Longueville. 

i;„, divides ."•“s second whisk 

-S Aliy earldom from thee • flrnn • , 

, M.r. No nsore S f 5™“ . ’>“■■• 

io»e"'. Two whisks su-c past, and two ate yet be- 

JBllSt COiHe • Pnf -nr^f 1* -« 

, too certain, 

S6^r.‘Jn'‘“ T ^ of. 

' ^ i. * ^ know nothino' • 

• p „ p should your worship bring me in to han.o- mo = 

But wiHo f f i never meddled, 

mt with the brushing of his clothes, or fetchino- 
In water in a morning for his hands. 

' ' tiionr'' ■— 

• ■ S Firio^” Quieklv, 

hy, husband i Sir' 

' Zon<r will "1 V. thk town. 

' tolmrl'^f ‘ler 

roller lodging, V ;v 

ivnd there undress her*'- r mil i 

/'’/.v, T “rotch nei , i 11 111 wait unoB her. 

i Seiri*'"'* l-»" ™»‘S-Out, 


vv : : von. Vfl. ; ; 



sso ^ 
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[Act ¥, 


Get f%u out before me, wife. — 

Cousin, farewell ! I told you long ago, •: 

Xliat pride begins with pleasure, ends with woe. 

Wife. 

Beau. Go thy way, Sentences ! ’twill be thy for- 
tune 

To live and die a cuckold, and churchwarden. 
Lady. Oh., my poor husband ! what a heavy dor- 
tune 

Is fallen upon him ! . 

Beau. Methinks ’tis strange,. 

That, Heaven forewarning great men of their falls 
With such plain tokens, they should not avoid ’em : 
For the last night, betwixt eleven and tw’’elve. 
Two great and hideous blazing stars were seen 
To fight a long hour by the clock, the one' 
Dress’d like a duke, the other like a king 
Till at the last the crowned star o’ercame. 

Gent. Why ‘do you stand so dead, monsieur Ma- 
rine ? 

Mar. So Caesar fell, when in the capitol 
They gave his body two-and-thirty wounds.® 

^ So Caesar /^//, xohen in the capitol, 

Thej^ gax'.e kk body two*and-thirty *wo^mds,'\ Here w® 
two blunders, the first with respect to the place where Caesar fell, 
which was not in the capitol^ but in Curia Pojnpeii ; the other 
to the number of wounds he fell by ; as to the first, it was a blun- 
der peculiar to the playw’rights of that time ; Shakspeare begun 
it in Hamlet, act ill scene v.— 

** Ham. Now, my lord {Polonius) you playM once in the 
iiniyersity ' you "say ? 

PoL I did, my lord, and was accounted a good actor. 
lj£Z5?2. Aivd what did you enact ? 

Pol i did enact Julius Caesar, I* was kilPd i^ th* capitolP 

Our authors, treading in their master’s steps, took up the same 
mistake iiere ; and after them Shakerly Marmion, in his Antiquary, 
inadvertently continued 'the; same -error, making Veterano say, 

And this was Julius' "Caesar’s hat when he was kilied in the 

' capiolP 
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Be warned, aU ye peers ; and, by my fall, ' " 
H^eafter learn to let your wives rule all ' 

Gent. Monsieur Marine, pray let me speak will) 

Sir, I must wave you to conceal this party • ’ 

It stands upon my utter overthrow. ^ ' 

" IS^if von ^ 

^G4, It you do, you and your hope— 

' i ^ you stir i 

, ^ And have an eye to Beaufort, he will tempt vou 
-X Come, comej for shame go dSV 
Wei el Manne, by Heaven I would go down • 

ShouldSelim\rokl"^^^^® 

JHar. Good monsieur Beaufort, peace ! 

^ault, ’twas made no where but at the Dre«s 
foi the number suppose \ in the crio'inal A-TS ^ 

gure^ thus, 23, which, by an easy shifting place, was altered\o°5'>" 

tl^Wre Jrecl^a::: 

^ Sir,J mud ws.'reyouto conceal this partif. 

It stands upon my tetter onerihro-Jo.\ To tease one to conceal 
should mean here to adme one to cmceal ; but I don’t remember 

.7. Sh'j I must counsel ijou to wave this parhu 

It stands upon mp titter omrthrms* 

The good lady’s gallants want to keep the poor gentleman in 
town, and for tins end the Gentleman takes him aside, and says, 

I would advise you to lay aside this party ^ i. e. resolution, of go- 
ing down, &c.—Sympson. 

This is one of the plainest passages in these pto^, and vetMa- 

son IS neither satisfied with the text, nor with Sympson^s altera- 
tion, but wishes to read-- * 

Sir, I must wave you to conceal this parkp / 

The old text is perfectly right. The Gentleman, before giving 
pis pretended and friendly advice to Marine, requests him to con* 
ceai the party or side which he took by giving him such advice* 
and which, if known, would tend to his utter overthrow* 


THE NOBLE 




532 ^ THE NOBLE [Act IL 

Lea\'^^licse rebellious words ; 

Or, by the honours which I ouice enjoy’d, 

And jet may swear by, I will tell the king 
Oryour procccdiiigs i I am satisfied. 

Ladif. You talk’d of going down 
‘When ’twas not tit ; but now let’s see your spirit! 
A tiionsand and a thousand will expect it. 

JIar. ^^'hy, wife, are you mad ? » 

Ladij. No, nor drunk j but I’d have you know 
}'our own strength. 

J/r/r. You talk like a most foolish woman, wife 
I tell you I will stay I Yet I have 
A crotchet troubles me. 

Zo>!g. IHore crotchets yet ? 

Mar. Follow me, Jaques I I must have thy coun- 
sel.— . ^ ^ ^ ’ 


- T 


fl\ b 


I will return again j stay you there, wife ! 

{Ma'il, tcHh Jaq.ues, 
Zmg. I fear this loss of honour 
Will give him some lew stools. 

Zach/. No, no ; he is resolved. 

He will not stir a foot. I’ll lay my life. 

Beau. Ay, but he’s discontented ; how shall w^'e 
Ilesolve that, and make him stay with comfort ? 
iMdy. ’Faith, Beaufort, we must even let Nature 
w'ork ; ’ 

For he’s the sweetest-temper’d man for that. 

As one can wish j ib.r let men but go about to fool 
him. 

And he’ll have his finger, as deep in’t as the besL 
But see where he comes frowning : 

Bless us all 1 

■y , , Enier Maeine-. 

Maf. Off with your hats ! for here doth come 
Tlie high and’inighty duke of Burgundy. 




•\ „V ■ 
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^Vliatever you may think, I •■'have thought, and 
thought. 

And thought upon it; and I find it plain, 

The king cannot take back what he ha.^ s.'i\'en. 
Unless I forfeit it by course of Jaw. 

Not ail the water in the river Seine, 

Can wash the blood out of these princely veins. 

* Lady. God-a-mercy, husband, thou art the best 
To work out a thing at a pinch in France 1 
■ Mar. I will ascend my state® again. lAscemk 
% the throne.] Duchess, 

Take your place ; and let oiu’ champion enter. 
Lo7ig. Has he his champion? that is excellent ! 
Mar. And let loud music sound before his en- 
trance i 

Sound trumpet ! [.4 Flourish. 


Enter Jaques in Armour, one mrryhig a Scutcheon 
before Mm, and a txvo-handed Sicord. 

Lady. How -well our champion doth demean 
himself. 

As if he had been made for such an action ! 
Methinks his sturdy truncheon he doth wield. 
Like Mars approaching to a bloody field. 

Mar. I think there is no man so desperate 
To dare encounter with our champion. 

But trust me, Jaques, thou hast pleased us well i 
Once more, our warlike music ; then proceed ! 

^ fA FioitriAh 

Enter Shattilmoni 

Shat. IVhat wond’rmis age is this ? what close 
proceedings ? 

I hear the clang of trumpets in this house ; 


® S.’ate.'} i. c. throne. See above, p. ■i59. 
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To whaF intent do* not our statesmen search ? 

Oh, 110 ; they look not into simple truth. 

For I am true, and they regard not me. 

A man in armour too ? God save the king ! 

The ■world will end j there’s nought but treachery. 

Jm/i/es. 1, Jaques, servant to the high and mighty 
Godfrey, duke ol‘ Burgundy, do come hither to 
prove by natural strength, and activity of ray body, 
without the help of sorcery, enchantment, or ne- 
groniancy, ® that the said Godfrey, late of Mount-- 
Marine, and now of Burgundy, hath perfect righ|, 
thereto, notwithstanding the king’s command to the 
contrary, and no other person whatsoever : And in 
token that I will be ready to make good the same^ 

I throw down my gage, which is my honour*. Pro- 
nounced the S7th of Febraaiy stilo novo. God save 
the duke I 

&haL Of all the plots the king hath laid for me 
This was the shrewdest ; ’tis my life they, seek. 
And they shall have it : If I should refuse-, - 
To accept tlie challenge in the king’s bchal^s;'^ , 
They have some cause to take away my lif^;,^. ' 
And if I do accept it, who can tell 
But I may fall by doubtful chance' of war ? 

’Twas shrewd ; but I must take the least of evils”. — 

I take tliy gauntlet up, thouiTOcherous man, , 

■ [Comes forward. 
the king. 

Whom God preserve ! and single sw'ord 

Will justify whatever fee* cbnffffiands. — 

I’ll watch him for catching of my words. 

Mar. Jaques, go on ! defend our princely title. 
Skat. Why shrink’st thou back ? Thou hast an 
; . evil cause. f 

r Without the help qf sorcmf, enchantment, or negrontanep.'} It 
is well known, that this part of the oath of all true chivalrous 

, combatants, previous to, a duel. 


I 
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Come forward, man ! I have a *6ck abouf me ■. 

I fight for 'my true liege. 

Mar. Go forward, Jaques ! 

Jaqiies. I do beseech your, grace to pardon me •, 
I will not fight with him : With any else 
I’ll shew my resolution speedily. 

^Shat. Come, do thy worst ; lor the king shall see 
j!?3i is not true that is reported of me. 

Jaqiees. I may not fight with him, by law of arms. 
Mar. What, shall my title fell ? . Wilt thou not 

Jaques. 'Never with him that onee hath saved my 
life. 

Shat. Dar’st thou not fight ? Behold then, I do go. 
Strong with the zeal 1 bear my sovereign. 

And seize upon that haughty man himself. 
Descend the steps (that thou hast thus usui*p’d 
Against the king and state) down to the ground ! 

\^Seizes Marine, and throws him to the ground. 
And if thou utter but a syllable 
To cross the king’s intent, thou art but dead : 
Thers4je upon the earth, and pine, and die !— 
Did ever any man wade through such storms 
'Bq^^sase his life, as poor Shattdlion ? 

Long. I fear this challenge hath spoil’d all. 

, ; Lady. Ne’er fear it ; 

He’ll work it out again. — Servant, 

See where Shattillion’s Love, poor lady, comes. 


Enter Love, 




Mar. Jaques! ' ^ 

Jaques. Lie still, sir, if you love your life. 

I’ll whistle when he’s gone. 

Love. Oh, gentlemen, I charge you by the love 
Which you bear to women, take some pity 
On this distressed man ! help to restore 
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That pit-'ciDHS to him he hath lost. 

]ku':'iL Lady, whatever power doth lie in us. 

By art, or prayer, or danger, we are yours. 

‘ Love. A strange conceit Iiath wrought this ma- 

•It 

. "T ''A.' 


Conceits again must bring him to himself : 

Itiy strict tlcnial to his will wrought this ; 

And if you could but draw his wilder thoughts •• 
To know me, he would sure recover sense. 


Long. That charge I’ll undertake. 

3Iar. Look, Jaques, look ! 

For God’s sake, let me rise 1 This greatness is 



A jade, I cannot sit it. <*• 

Jaques. His sword is up. 

And yet he w’atches you. 

J/cr. I’ll down again ! 

Pray lt)r thy master, Jaques, 

MaL Now the king , ■ 

May see all the suggestions are not true. 

He hath received against my loyalty ; 

\yhcn all men else refuse, I fight his battles. 

And thrust my body into danger’s months 
I am become his champion, and this sword 
Has taught his enemies to know themselves^: 

Oh, that he would no more be jealous of me 
Long. ^Monsieur Shattil!ion,the king assures you® 

That, for this valiant loyal act of yours, 

He hath forgot all jealousies and fears, . , ■ 

And never more will tempt you into danger. f 

Shat. But how- r'fcelieve tins ? what new . . 

token . , 

Of reconcilement will he ^ew me ? 

Let him release my poor Love from her torment. 

From her hard fare, :fttd strictimprisonraent- 

' AV; , f. ' 1 ' 

^ * The ling assigns Sprthe first folio reads, and perhaps 
liglitly, the word being taken iti the legal sense to appoint or soj;, 
ftnh. The text is that'of 1679. i 
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Long. He hath done this, t/^vin jouf after-love 
And see, your lady sent you from the kino- 
^ By .these two gentlemen ; be thankful forlier. 

6'hat. She lives, she lives ! I know her by tlie powr 
Shoots fi'om her eyes. (Kneel 

Low. Rise, dear Shattillion ! 

. Shat. I know my duty : Next unto my king, 

* *I am to kneel to you. 

* Love. I’ll have you rise ; 

Fetch me a chair ; sit down, SliattilUon 1 
* Shat. I am commanded 1 And, ’faith, tell me. 
' mistress, 

Wliat usage have you had ? Pray be plain ! 

Love. Oh,mymostlovedShattillion,p}ainenough; 
But now I am free, thanks to my God and king i 
long. His eyes grow very heavy. Not a woiR, 
That his weak senses may come sweetly home ! 
Shai. The king is honourable. 

^ [He falls into a slumber. 
. 3Lar. Wlien do you whistle, Jaques ? 

( Jeques. By and by. 

L«sig. Come hither, monsieur, canst thou laugh 
» a little ? 

‘ l 4 tng. So thou shalt then, — Beaufort, how dost 
tlrou ? 

Beau. Wiry, well. 

* Long. I am glad on’t, and how does thy wife ? 
Beau. Why, you may see her, sir ; she stands be* 
hind you. ' v 

Long. By th’ mass, she’s there indeed j but 
where’s her belly ? 

Beau. Belly? 

Long. Her great belly, man : What hast thou 
sent thee ? 

. Gent, A boy. I’ll laj^ my life, it tumbled so. 
Beau. CatclVd, by this light ! 
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Long. be a gossip, Beaufort, 

Gent And L 

Lo'ng. I have an odd apostle-spoon*^ , 

Beau* ^Sfoot, eatcldci ? 

Lady. Why, what's the matter, gentleiiien ? . 

Long. He's married to your woman. 

[Marla, kneels. 

Lady. And I not know it ? • ' : " 

Gent 'Twas a venial sin. 

Beau. Gail, gall, gall ! 

Lady. Forgive her, monsieur Beaufort ; ^twas 
her love. 

Beau. You may rise, if you please gL must en- 
dure it. 

Lo'Ug. See how my great lord lies upon the ground, 

* ApoHtle-^spoon.'l In Henry VIIL act v. scene ii* the king de- 
sires Crarmier to be the goctfatlier to In’s daughter, which being 
modestly deciinedhy die archbishopi his majesty says, 

Come, come, my lord, you’d spare your sjmms 

On which Mr Steevens remarks, It was the custom, long before 
the time of Shakspeare, for the sponsors at christenings to offer 
gilt spoons as a present to the child. These spoons wettT*" :alle(i 
cpo.s//(e-spoons, because the hgures of the apostles w^ere carved on 
the tops of the handles. Such as w^ere at once opulent 
raus'"gave the whole twelve ; those who were either more JiStfe- 
rate!) rich or liberal escaped at the expence of the four Evange- 
lists ; or even sometimes contented themselves w'ith presenting one 
spoon only, wdiich exhibited the figure of any saint, in hbnour of 
wrhpm the child received its name. ^ 

lien Jonson, in his Bartholomew Fair, mentiohs spoons of 
this kind: . ■ . i,. 

And all this for the hope of a couple of apostie-spoons, and a 
cup to cat caudle in/’ 

So in Middleton’s comedy of A Chaste 'Maid in Cheapside, 
1620, “ What has he given her ? whatls it, gossip ? A Jair high 
standing cup and two gmn%.;p&stle>*spmns» one of them gilt : Sure 
that was Judas with the red beard A 

, ' T^se aposik-spoons are also mentioned by Addison in tlie 

. ■ See the term still further., illustrated .” by • .Mr’. ■ Malone, ( Shak- 
.speare, 180S, XV* 198.) ■ 
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And dares not stir yet ! [Ja<Si;e5 

Mar. Jaques, Jaques! is the king’s champion 
gone yet ? 

Jaqms. No, but he’s asleep. 

Mar. Is he asleep, art sure ? 

Jaques. I am sure he is; I hear him snore. 
Mar. Then by your favours, gentlemen, I rise ; 
• And know I am a duke still. 

Jaques. And I am his champion. 

Ladif. Hold thee there, and all France cannot 
mend thee! 

Mar. I am a prince, as great within my thoughts 
As when the whole state did adora my person : 
What trial can be made to try a prince ? 

I will oppose this noble corps of mine 
To any danger that may end the doubt. 

Lady. Great duke, and husband, there is but one 
way 

To satisfy the world of our true right ; 

And it is dangerous. 

Mar. What may it be ? r . 

Wej^it to bring the Great Turk bound in chains 
Through France in triumph, or to couple up 
,<^|Bm^phy and great Prester-John’ together, 
attempt it ! Duchess, tell the course. 
"Lady. There is a strong opinion througii the 
world. 

And no doubt grounded on experience. 

That lions will iiot touch a lawful prince : 

If you be confident then of your righi^ 

Amongst the Hons bear your naked body ; 


s Prester-John.] A supposed Christian king in India. 
Metrical Komances, Edin. 1810-8,111. P< S02. ~ 

* Lions will not ionth a lawful prince.] Tliis refc 

superstition frequently alluded to in old romances. See t!i 
i'over, vo], IV. p. 2;M'. 
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And ifyoi?.come oS? clear, and never wince, 

Tiic world will say you are a perfect prince. 

Mar.. I thank you, duchess, for your kind advice j 
But now wc don’t affect those ravenous beasts. 

Lq}i^. a lion is a beast to try a king j 
But for the trial of siicli a state like this 
Miny reports a mastiff' dog will serve. 

Mar. We will not deal with dogs at all, but mem 
Gent. You shall not need to deal with them at all. 
Hark you, sir ! the king doth know you are a duke. 
Mar. No! does he? 

Gent. Yes, and is content you shall be ; but withi' 
this caution. 

That none know it but yourself; for,- if you do, 
He’ll take’t away by act of parliament. 

Mar. Here is my hand ; and whilst I live or 
breathe, 

No living wight shall know I am a duke, 

Gent Mark me directly, sir; your wife may 

J\[ar. May not Jaques ? 

Gent. Yes, he may. 

Mar. May not my country cousin ? 

Gent By no means, sii’, if you love yoiu~. life«i^^4 
state. 

if /hr. Well then, know all, I any no duke. 

G cnt. No, I’ll swear it. , 

Long. vSee ! he wake^.'-, 

Where am I ? of \yhere have I been aU this 
while?' •' 

Sleep hath not sat so sound upon mine eyes. 

But I remeniber well that face : 

Oh, thou too cruel, leave at length to scorn 
Him that but,looking~on thy beauty dies ; 

, /.ot’jf.;.I>earest Shattillion, see upon my knees 



•h ^twere trick thit 
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I ofifer up my love ; forget niyi^wTongS'( 

Shat. Art thou mine own ? 

Love. By Heaven, I am. 

Shat. Then all the world is mine. 

Love. I have strangei" things to tell thee, 
deai'cst love. 

Shat. Tell nothing, but that thou art mine own : 

J do not care to know where I have been. 

Or how I have lived, or any thing, , 'AvJ ' " ' 


But that thou art my own 
Beau. Well, wdfe;^ t' 
made us wed, 

We’ll make ourselves merry soon in bed- 
Mar. Know all, I am no duke. 

Lady. What say you ? 

Mar. Jaques 1 [^slde to Mm 

Jaques. Sir? 

Mar. I am a duke. 

Both.' Axe yoal 

Mar, Yes, ’faith, yes, ’faith ; 

But it must only run amongst ourselves. 

And, Jaques, thou shalt be my secretary stiil. 

Lm!^ Kind gentlemen, lead in Shattillion, 
roiL.h e i^st needs be weak and sickly yet. 

my labours have a perlect end, 

As^could wish : Let ail young sprightly wn es. 
That have dull foolish coxcombs to theit husbands,,. 

Learn by me their duties, what to do, ^ 

Which is, to make ’em fools, and please eni too . 

’ . : IE remit. 
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AT A EEVIVAL. 


Thb raoEunieBts of virtue, and desert. 

Appear more goodly, when the gloss of art 
Is eaten off by time, than when at first 
They w’-ere set up, not censured at the worst. 
We have done our best, for your contents, to fit. 
With new pains, this old monument of wit. 
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